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the management of a larger troupe. 





A Trip to Europe---No. 1. 









































* * 

Canadians going to New York by the Erie 
see very little of Jersey City as they hustle 
through the depot for the ferry boat, which in 
afew minutes lands them in the greater city 
across North River. Jersey City has some two 
hundred thousand inhabitants, but only one 
passably good hotel—Taylor’s. The street cars 
from the side door of the Erie depot land you 
at the door of Taylor's Hotel—a mile and a 
half distant—and you do not need to take a 
carriage, the charge for which is a dollar 
apiece ; the fare on the cars is five cents each. 
The hotel is only two minutes walk from the 
piers of the Inman and Red Star lines, and 
though the house is not quite up to the mark, 
prices are not very high, and convenience to the 
piers means everything. We sailed by the 
S.S. Noordland, 5500 tons burden, Captain 
Nickels, master, bound for Antwerp, and we 
did so because of the many pretty things Mrs. 
Grace Denison said of captain, ship and crew 
in her charming book, A Happy Holiday. Some 
seventy cabin, fifty-eight intermediate and two 
hundred steerage passengers came aboard, and 
twice as many people were down to see them 
off, waving handkerchiefs and some of them 
weeping great big round tears as the steamer 
left the pier. Both my neighbor and myseif 
had our families along, 


At SEA, Wednesday, August 5, 1891, 


Nothing looks so well at the beginning of a 
letter as a large and comprehensive address 
such as theabove. It is intended to impart to 
this contribution to SatuRDAY NIGHT, all the 
importance to be derived from the grand in- 
definiteness of its place of origin, together with 
the traveled and wlitat-d’ye-call-it air it gives 
the writer. With such a line at the top of the 
page one may write from the Pacific Ocean, 
the Arctic Sea or, asin the present instance, 
from the middle of the Atlantic. A week ago 
Monday, Mrs. Don and four little Dons left To- 
ronto under my guidance for a trip to Germany 
and as the junior members of the party are 
rather inexperienced travellers I have found 
the trip so far unusually interesting, uot to say 
embarrassing. I have a theory with regard 
to the education of little girls, and after con- 
siderable domestic discussion and preparation 
have started sut with the idea of putting it to 
the test. The problem of educating girls isa 
more difficult one than that of teaching boys 
how to make a living. Ordinarily our girls get 
a smattering of a good many things by the 
time they quit school and prepare for the great 
feminine campaign after a husband and a 
settlement. Ifthe said campaign is a failure 
either because they fail to make a capture 
or, worse still, only secure an effigy or 
a drone or drunkard or some other imitation of 
a man, then they find themselves unprepared 
to meet the difficulties of life and their senti- 
mentalism and material woes begin in earnest, 
Sentimentally, as well as materially, I imagine 
girls are too seldom taught to be self-reliant ; 











TORONTO, AUGUST 29, 1891. 


on the Atlantic. Popularity is often an acci- 
dent but it is not so in this case. The time on 
board being long, the chief effort of the prop- 
rietors seems to have been to make it pleasant 
and captain and crew have been chosen with 
regard to thisend. Capt. Nickels is a Heligo- 
lander, stalwart of build, and with the yellow 
whiskers, and deep voice of the old Norse sea 
kings. Hedoes not affect the gruff mariner 
style, he is everybody’s friend and never shouts 
at his sailors nor jumps on the unfortunate 
who presumes to ask him a question. Though 
he knows everyone in the cabin by name he 
has a personal dignity which preserves him 
from familiarity, and in fact he is my ideal sea 
captain. He is so evidently master of his ship 
that no one hears or sees or inquires about the 
other officers. Amidst smoking-room gaiety 
he never drinks and permits no one to even 
give him acigar. He starts the games, shows 
the ship to all those interested, picks up the 
babies, takes old women and young ones for a 
stroll though he is by no means a ladies’ man, 
is liked by the men and after all is evidently 
feared as well as liked by his officers and 
| crew, 
There are no kickers on board, the captain 
says the last complaint was made to him five 
years ago, everybody is pleased and happy. 


so we had noiStrangely enough I find that those who 





they have not within themselves the cultivated 





find that things are not what they seem, and 
men, and women too, are not so good as they 
should be. Added to the disastrous results of 
such weakness at a critical time come the in- 
ability to make a living for herself. How 
many of the so-called ‘‘ accomplished women” 
are capable of earning a decent living if sud- 
denly cast upon their own resources? Their 
musical education extends to the playing of a 
few carefully studied pieces, and the singing— 
badly enough as arule—of a few songs, In 
painting they have learned to daub canvas 
which must be retouched by their masters be- 
fore it is fit to hang in the attic chamber, and 
what call is there for artists to spoil satin or 
paint panels? The qualifications necessary for 
school teaching are high and the examinations 
so severe that it requires a special traiuing. 
Moreover, this school teaching profession is 
open to all who have a good common school 
education and can spare enough money to at- 
tend a collegiate institute for a year, and the 
applicants for each opening are every day be- 
coming more numerous. Public school teach- 
ing has in fact become the educated woman’s 
last resource, and therefore those who have the 
opportunity should try some other line. Steno- 
graphy and typewriting, only a few years ago 
opened to women, are now crowded to death 

and five dollars a week will procure the ser- 
vices of a girl who can do both reasonably well. 

Those who see the tired girls behind shop 
counters thronging out of factories and 

millinery stores, cannot be blamed if they try 

to give their girls some sort of an education 

likely to enable them to make a living in an 

easier way. Newspapers and magazines, as 

long as I can remember, have been trying to 

tell * educated women” how to make a living. 

It seems to me of much more importance that 

parents should consider the matter of educa- 

tion while the girls are young and everything, 

for them, is in the future rather than in the 

past, ‘* Education” does not mean a smatter- 

ing of everything, but to be practical and 

valuable, it must mean the acquirement of 

something which can either be imparted or 

utilized, 

oes 

Mrs, Don and myself having decided to give 
the girls a cosmopolitan education on special 
lines, which they should be able to adapt to 
earning a livelihood, the first thing to be done 
was evident—they must learn the modern 
languages. ‘lo do this with the least amount 
of study and expense it was evidently necessary 
to take them to the countries where these ian- 
guages are spoken, While children are young 
everybody knows they can pick up a language 
in the country in which it is spoken in one 
quarter of the time required by adults ; and 
better still, they get a proper pronunciation, 
in fact learn it as they learn their mother 
tongue, They can see the continent while 
young and benefit by their experience, but if 
parents wait until children are nearly grown, 
all the frivolities of the continent of Europe will 
tempt them, distract them from study and in- 
fluence them at that critical and uncertain 
time. When parents cannot control them 
young men and young women are often spoiled 
by being sent to Europe to ‘“‘complete” their 
education, but I never heard of children being 
damaged by a good continental school when 
properly watched over by their mother. But 
enough of theories and domestic affairs which 
I must be pardoned for introducing in order to 
give coherence and excuse for the narrative of 
our voyage and adventures. 

oO 
* * 

By the through-car of the Erie Railway it is 
not a difficult matter to transport a family 
from Toronto to Jersey City, and with the 
family of a friend, a neighbor bound on a some- 
what similar enterprise to our own we nearly 
filled the sleeper. When I was young I often 
wished to be the general manager of a circus, 
but after looking after four children for twenty 
houre on a train I have now no hankering after 







forces which keep us from despair when we 


Waving or crying to do, and as for me 
I was supremely happy for the moment that I 
had got my charges on board without losing 
any of them or my senses. I never saw & 
youngster I liked better than my own, nor does 
it seem to me there are any who behave better, 
but I am free to confess that any one who is 
avuxious to be at the head of a ‘‘ personally con- 
ducted” infant excursion, cannot expect for 
himself or herself anything in the nature of a 
picnic. An intimate lady friend of mine had 
often told me that I knew nothing of the 
troubles of taking care of children, and I was 
disposed to argue the case. My wife, who is 
the lady I refer to, rather enjoyed the per- 
spiring discomfort of my condition as I 
gathered my chickens into the steamer, with 
my son and heir wildly clamorous for it to 
start at once. His fruitless efforts to manage 
the hotel, run the train and take immediate 
command of the steamer were his last at- 
tempts to exercise the same wide powers and 
influence which were undoubtedly his at home. 
Now he is chumming with everyone on board, 
and has found a new and improved method of 
bossing the job. 
* 
” * 

The voyage has been a delightful one, the 
ship—about the ship I want to write some- 
thing special—for no ordinary steamer is the 
Noordland, it takes eleven days to go from New 
York to Antwerp, so it is no ocean greyhound, 
but it is one of the most popular steamers 
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POMONA. 


sail on the Noordland are not chance 
passengers as a rule, but have almost all 
of them been recommended to her by friends, 
or have crossed in her before. The men 
are almost all professional people out 
for a rest or else have plenty of leisure. The 
women are nearly all either young and mem- 
bers of families going to Germany for educa- 
tional purposes or mothers having young folks 
in charge. The smoking room is no drinking 
saloon, there is no gambling aboard and every- 
where is the same evidence of a desire for 
quiet restfulness. In tact our little company 
with one or two exceptions is a great big 
family, or union of families. There are plenty 
of musicians, preachers, lawyers, etc., and 
James Lewis, the celebrated comedian, to- 
gether with his wife sit quietly on deck the 
whole day long and no one would recognize in 
the quiet little man with the actor's stubby, 
summer mustache, fone of the greatest mirth 
provokers alive. Fast people may take the 
fast lines, but give me the Noordland every- 
time, with its large airy staterooms, immacu- 
late cleanliness and a table which the oldest 
sea-goerin the party acknowledges to be as good 
as the best. The Noordland, too, isa sailer of 
the steady sort. She carries a heavy load of 
freight, and has no time for bobbing about like 
some, andis not in such ahurry as to drive 
through the waves and drench the decks. 
Perhaps I have been influenced by the Noord- 
land admiration society, composed of everyone 
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on board, but I think I have found a ship of a| ing. At last he landed his trout, and lo and 


special and desirable class and feel anxious to | behold he had hooked onto a lost line 


say 80. 


* 
> 


Of course we have some queer folks. People 
who have been so long together discover one 
auother’s peculiarities. We have a tall sandy 
haired court official from Connecticut who 
is fond of telling stories. He works on 
the principle that those who can’t sing are the 
ones who need least coaxing totry. He can’t 
tell a story to please anyone but himself, yet he 
needs no coaxing atall. Heis alawyer anda 
man of details, His stories are as long and in- 
tricate as a second mortgage and not a bit 
more profitable or thrilling. For instance, the 
other night he told us about going fishing at 
Moosehead Lake—wherever that is—and gave 
us, as an introduction, his wife’s opinion of 
how a man should conduct himself on a fishing 
trip, with a chapter on how, when and where 
he bought a bottle of whiskey and a pint of 
brandy. At the point where he was about to 
invest in a box of cigars, he branched off onto 
his brother-in-law who once gave him a cigar 
eight inches long. This apparently made it 
necessary for him to describe his brother-in- 
law at great length, with a passing mention 
of his business and a trip to see him on board 
a man-of-war. Speaking of a warship diverted 
the storyteller in the direction of his father-in- 


law who had been a congressman and made 
some money. Lest wemight think his wife's 
father had used his position corruptly while 
in Congress to acquire wealth he told how the 
old gentleman got rich, and then proceeded to 
account for the riches or poverty of every con- 
gressman and senator he had ever heard of. 
Returning to the fishing trip he admitted with 
charming candor that he could not remember 
just where he bought the cigers. His exact 
truthfulness on this point impressed us favor- 
ably and we were prepared to believe him 
no matter what he said. No one having 
challenged a single statement or even offered 
a suggestion, he finally reached the hotel, and 
after a good deal of delay got breakfast and a 
number of musquito bites. The exact hour of 
breakfast was ten minutes to five a.m., and 
after the meal he got his tackle and started 
for a sluice-way, which he reached after a 
chapter on tackle and another on fish in gen- 
eral. On the latter subject he told us a very 
long tale about catching fish in Italy and get- 
ting very sick, gave us the address of the drug 
store, where his wife bought two ounces of 
rum—not being able te get brandy—described 
the action of the rum on his system and made 
us afraid that we were to get a temperance 
lecture. He fished with a ‘‘derrick” that 
morning. A “derrick” is a stiffish bamboo rod 
joined in the middle. His description of hook- 
ing a fish and working it up the sluiceway 
made it evident that the climax was approach- 


and on 
this were two other trout. He said he had told 
this story several times, and it had been called 
a fish story, but upon his soul it was true, 
every word of it, and an ex-judge of the Court 
of Error and Appeal who was with him at the 
time would swear to it. 

A gentleman and his wife from St. Louis, 
having been unable to duly celebrate their 
honeymoon when they were married ten years 
ago, are taking it now on this steamer, and for 
strong and well préserved affection they are 
an example to the rest of us. They got seasick 
together, walked together and sat together, he 
reading to her without ceasing for anything 
but meals, Everybody has read Rudder Grange, 
and the gentleman has been named Pomona, 
He affects novels of the sensational sort 
and reads in a loud, hard and monotonous 
voice without reference to any such trifles as 
inflection or punctuation. Walking past the 
couple, or in a lull of sea and ship noises, one 
could hear this sort of thing :—‘‘ A—look—of 
unutterable — anguish — in — her — beautifv] 
violet-—eyes—told — how — deeply—his— words 
had—wounded— her — gentle — heart —O —my 
love — she — cried — now — can — you — use — 
such — words — to — one— who—loves—you— 
more—than — life — itself — would — to—God— 
you — had— not — given — me —cause—for—re- 
proaches — he —said — in— a — strained — and 
—broken—voice — you — have—been—falts—to 
me—.” A lurch of the ship or the swash 
of a big wave occasionally gave the tired 
ears of the passengers a rest, but when silence 
followed—“* With—a—wild — cry—trembling— 
through—her—white—lips—she--fell— forward 
—in--a—deathly—swoon, — He—caught—her— 
in — his — arms — and—frantically—pressing— 
her—tc—his—breast — sobbed — out —O—my— 
darling—speak — to—- me — she—heard—him— 
not — the — blue — veined — lids — hid —the— 
beauty — ot — her — violet-—eyes—and—as—he 
— kissed — them—ag—gen— and —ag—gen—he 
—muttered—kin—she — be — faits—my—heart 
—tells—me—I—am—wrong— yit—I—have—the 
—proofs—as-—-strong — as—holy — writ— her— 
lips—trembled—as— if —with—returning—ani- 
mation—he—laid—her — gently — down—the— 
door—closed—and—he—was—gone— she—poor 
injured — thing — woke — to —find—nerself—a 
—wife—without—a—husband— married—yet— 
a—widow—and—shrieking — he —is—gone—he 
is—gone—she—threw—herself—prone—on--the 
—floor—.” This sample, copied from his book, 
shows what kind of an entertainment he gives 
us four hours in the morning and four more in 
the afternoon. One of the passengers seated 
himself near by the St. Louis elocutionist and 
gave an imitation ot him one day, and the 
Man -in-Love-with-his-own-Voice has since 
been silent. 


























An old lady, French by birth and gay of 
attire, has been gulling some by her pretensions 
to the extreme old age of eighty-nine. Femin- 
ine vanity dies slowly. She is really too old to 
be a belle amongst young or even middle-aged 
women, and in her desire to be conspicuous in 
some respect she has announced herself as 
eighty-nine, and having astonished everybody 
who was credulous enough to believe her, runs 
foot races, plays shuffle board and endeavors to 
demonstrate that she is the wonder of the age. 
It makes me tired to see a giddy old grand- 
mother of this sort. She gave an exhibition in 
the dining salon to-night. I thought from the 
door that she was making a speech, but 
those nearer to her said she sang a 
song, but that it was dreadful. She danced, 
too, and cut a cake, but I couldn't counten- 
ance such a fraud and quit. She is not the 
only example of how feminine itching for a 
conspicuous place in a company where legiti- 
mately they have no standing, causes people 
to make fools of themselves. A young woman 
of polyglot and polysyllabic style has been try- 
ing to captivate all the specimens of mankind 
we have with us. She claims to have been a 
member of Mrs. Langtry’s company, and to 
have been discharged because the star was 
jealous. Dear! dear! These smart women 
think men are fools, aud perchance she is right, 
but there are too many men on board having 
their better halves with them to allow Miss 
Eyes achance. We cail her Miss Eyes because 
she hasa very fine pair of orbs and works them 
as diligently as a farmer works his hired man. 
An eighteen year old boy going across to study 
music has been her only victim and he, poor 
giggling ass, has been made a holy show by 
this high heeled, prettily-slippered actress, 
She walked him up and down the deck by the 
hour and made him the laughing stock of the 
ship until his uncle—the story-teller from New 
England—threatened to lock the lad in his 
cabin if he did not stop his folly. It was high 
time. Everybody was wondering how the 
uncle was going to wean him from the woman 
when the ship got to Antwerp. 

There is another class of young woman who 
makes me sorry for her. She is the thought- 
less creature who gets spoony on a fellow 
passenger of the other sex and permits the 
gossipy public about her to become aware of 
the fact. Of course there is nothing wrong 
about her except her lack of sense, but a repu- 
tation for spooning either in a conservatory or 
on the stairs or on deck at night in the shadow 
of a boat, does not improve the chances ofa 
young woman either matrimonially or other- 
wise. The girl behind the boat is too often 
the butt of smoking-room jokes, and it does 
not adorn a maiden’s name to be so used, If 
stories of Miss So-and-so’s escapades went no 
further than the careless jokers of the smok- 
ing-room or the critics in the ladies’ cabin it 
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would not be so bad, but when these people go 
their several ways they tell about their ship- 
mates and the world is so small that what is 
whispered to-day in Gath is told next month in 
Toronto. f 

* * 


* Saturday. 
‘This morning early we sighted Bishop's light, 


on the Scilly Island, and shortly after the land 
came in view. No matter how jolly a voyage 
one may have, it is joy unconfined to see the 
At ten o'clock Land's End and 
the Cornwall coast, with its high hills and 
lovely fields dawned upon sea-tired eyes. The 
Channel is thronged with shipping, and many 
It seems like 
‘home again, and to-night every body is prepar- 
“ing to go on shore if the weather favors and 
we get to Flushing in time for the tide to- 


shore again. 


ocean liners have passed ue. 


morrow. Don. 





Around Town. 


Ald. Hewitt and his special committee of 
the Council must have given the gravitation 
scheme of water supply for the city most 
Otherwise the report 
presented could not recite with such exactness 
the benefits and profits to be derived. The 


serious consideration. 


cost of the conduit and tunnelling is put at 
$5,846 384. 
years is estimated at $19,848,423, and the cost 
of gravitation for the same period including 
interest on capital sinking fund would be 
$15,394,033. Of this it is claimed water power 
would yield $12,600,000, making the net cost of 
gravitation waterworks $2,794,055.80, a saving 
to the city of $17,054,380.20 in sixty years, in 
addition to acquiring the works without 
further payments, and securing the income of 
$210,000 along with the ordinary water rates, 
besides saving the enormous outlay that would 
then be necessary for pumping, which outlay 
would be a continually increasing quantity.” 
There is a precision of fact and figure here 
that enables anyone to see the advantage of 
gravitation. But I confess that on reading of 
the saving of $17,054,380.20 in sixty years 1 was 
reminded of Co}. Sellers and his eye-water. A 
few thousand dollars of profit first year, then 
double and treble profits ; it merits becoming 
known, bottles of it in every home in North 
America, profits a cool hundred thousand ; 
now is the time to move on Europe, and 
make the profits multiply, establishing new 
manufactories in readiness for treating 
the sore-eyed millions of Asia — countries 
populated so thickly that tne people are 
tumbling over each other in the street 
and every blessed one with sore eyes cry- 
ing for Sellers eye-water. And as the ex- 
cited colonel sliced off some more raw turnip 
he declared there was millions in his scheme. 
I can understand how the special committee in 
the Lake Simcoe matter might convince itself 
that gravitation would effect a great ultimate 
saving to the city, but to reduce the profits of 
sixty years to dollars and cents requires the 
genius of a Sellers and nothing less. The 
millions mentioned in the estimated saving 
are commonplace features enough, but the 
item of twenty cents fascinates me quite. 
Has the making of estimates become a reliable 
science since the Ontario Parliament buildings 
were commenced and the new city hall and 
court house was undertaken? Can the ex- 
pense of a water works system running thirty- 
nine miles underground be figured down to the 
fifth of one dollar while the cost of the Parlia- 
ment buildings cannot be anticipated in figures 
by half a miilion of dollars? The latter, too, is 
a)l on one spot and above ground. Of course, the 
special committee only make an estimate that 
claims to be nothing more than a semi-sensible 
guess. The fifteen-cent-per-hour by-law may 
have been lost sight of and the tendency of our 
rulers to keep all public works under civic con- 
trol may have been forgotten, so that a few 
odd millions may safely be allowed as margin. 
But so vast an undertaking as this un- 
doubtedly is will not be hastily ventured 
upon by the city, and though others may find 
themselves fascinated as I am by that saving 
of twenty cents, yet the great hard-headed 
bulk of the people will consider the informa- 
tion insufficient to warrant action. It seems 
to me that while engineers are going over the 
ground and boring experimental holes here 
and there and making additional estimates 
and sending in their accounts to the council, 
other engineers will discover new methods of 
pumping water from our own lake and a 
harmless disposal of sewage. Thus our great 
difficulty will happily be at an end. 

It may be the idea of the projectors of the 
gravitation scheme to make the pipe a sort of 
watering-trough for farmers along the route, 
and it may not. At any rate the notion has 
arisen in the agricultural mind between the 
city and Lake Simcoe that not only wil] every 
village within reach of the pipe secure an 
abundant water supply, but that the farms 
through which it runs will no longer require 
wells or rivers. The farmers see before them 
a time when they can afford a saucy indepen- 
cence of rain itself, for every one of them will 
tap the pipe and squirt Lake Simcoe over their 
thirsty flelds. Viewing the matter from all 
points carefully, it is not amiss to advise 
the farmers to place their trust by pref- 
erence in the rain-producing experiments 
mow under way across the lines. It is 
prophesied that in time every township council 
will have a supply of kites and explosives and 
the other apparatus necessary to produce a 
shower at will, When the time does come and 
rain-making is a regular duty of the municipal 
officers it will be most interesting to visit the 
sessions of that august body the York County 
Council. Every year will see a full set of new 
faces, for no mortal could bring on a shower of 
rain at a time that would suit any mortal save 
himself, and every artificial down-pour would 
wash away the public usefviness of the muni- 
cipal solon who produced it. 
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The hospital authorities are said to claim 
that Martin Murray is endowed with the pecu- 
liar faculty of being able to take fits at pleas- 
ure, and they therefore decline to accommodate 
him in bis voluntary convulsions, If this is 
true the young man is no doubt fighting out a 
question of individual liberty in what he con- 
siders a striking manner—he is illustrating an 
evil. If, after succeeding in his present pkil- 


“The cost of pumping for sixty 
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to his kind. 


tunities of such a man. 


public place. 


his ingenious labors in behalf of the afflic' ed. 


standing comparatively still for a decade. 


leaving natural 

With all our heavy emigration 
preserved any- 
Those liv- 


number, 

the count. 
expenditures we have not 
thing like our natural increase. 


have been misled by the marvellous growth 
of the past ten years and have only imperfectly 
realized how that growth has impoverished 
the rural parts of their populatior. The in- 


that found in the whole province, and the 
other cities can promptly account for the re- 
maining two-fifths. Yes, they can do more, 
and it leaves us the unpleasant conclusion that 
the rural population has actually decreased 
since 1881. Somebody once applied Goldsmith 
in this way : 

Ill fares the land t’ hastening ills o' prey, 

Where towns accumulate and farms decay. 


oe 
If it would be undesirable to have rain I am 


how cloudy the sky may be or what the 
weather bureau may foretell, but I am 
honestly concerned at the revelations of the 
census. Not.so much concerned for the future 
as surprised and grieved by the _ record 
of the past. Nature has stroked an en- 
dearing hand over our country from east 
to west and in all the world there 
is no land of warmer promise. In time tbis 
must tell and no earthly influence or combina- 
tion of influences can permanently retard the 
growth of a nation whose vitality is in its own 
eternal hills and whose bread is forever guar- 
anteed by its luxurious valleys. Population 
willcome. I believe, and am conscious of no 
obligation to conceal the belief, that Canada 
should, and in time will, become an independ- 
ent natior. When she feels her inspiriting 
life within, rather than absorbs it in sickly 
draughts from without, I believe such marvels 
will cccur in every varied interest of the coun- 
try that the historian will love to dilate upon 
it. It is too big a theme for discussion here 


and now, but it will yet be discussed. 
ZEKE. 





Social and Personal. 


Mrs. Alex. Patterson, jr., returned today 
from Grimsby camp, having spent a couple of 
months at this delightful spot. 





The Tremont House, Yonge street, was the 
scene of a most pleasant gathering Tuesday 
evening, the event being the marriage of Miss 
Ada May Mannell to Mr. B. Eugene Hazle- 
ton, A large and costly number of presents 
decorated the reception-room. Mr. Fred Cole 
acted as best man, the bride being attended by 
her sister, Miss L. Mannel!). Mr. and Mrs, 
Hazlehurst left by the 11 p.m. train for the 
principal cities of the United States. 


The following are amongst the arrivals at 
the Iroquis House, St. Hilaire, P.Q.: Mr. 
Chas. Garth, Mr. J. Cassels, Mr. Henry Joseph, 
Mr. G. Durnford, Mr. Frank May, Mrs. Cooke, 
Mr. Thos. Mesmer, Mr. R. Mitchell, M-. W. 
S. Peard, Mr. Charles Holland, Mr. J. Payman 
of Montreal, Mr. E.G. Prier of O.tawa, Mr. 
Mr. L, A. Braise, T. Broseau of Sr. Hilaire, F. 
J. MeMartin of Montreal, Mrs. W. Duryea and 
family, Miss G. McMartin, Miss L. Cruga, Mr. 
Mr. S. Sanfield of New York, Mr. Biain C 
MacDonaid of Montreal, Miss C. Lalaine of St. 
Alphonse, Misa A. Gayeth of Iberville, P.Q., 
Mr. Francis Martin, Miss L. Sparrow, Miss J. 
McDonnell, Mr. C. J. Sparrow of Alexandera, 
Mr, A. J. Theoret, Mr. Peterson and family, 
Mr. W. E. Christie, Mr. A. Elder, Mrs. Lane 
Mr. C. Lane, Miss Christie, Mr. J. B. Abbott, 
Miss Henderson, Mr. and Mrs, Dalglish, Miss 
Miss B. Dalglish, Miss L. Dalglish of Montreal, 
Mr. Geo. Irvine of Quebec, Mr. and Mrs. Hub- 
bard of Montreal, Mr, E. Jones, Mr. C. Drink- 
water, Mr. Geo. Hague, A. Trevethick of Mon- 
treal. Mrs, P. L. Johnson, Miss Margaret and 
Miss Minnie Johnson, Mrs, W. W. Armstrong, 
Miss Belle Armstrong of Cleveland, Ohio, Mra. 
Thyson, Miss Thyson of Washington, D.C., 
Mr. J. Paugman, Mr. George Hooper, Mr. A. 
Trevethick of Montreal. 


Mr, and Mrs, Henry A. Taylor of Grenville 
street have returned home from a pleasant 
trip to Ashbury Park, N.J. 

* 


The Misses May and Kathleen Reuben- 
Taylor of Montreal are visiting at their 
cousin’s, Mrs, A. B. Barry of The Breakers, 
West Island. 


Miss Agnes Crawford is visiting Mrs. Dixon 
at Upper Canada College. Miss Crawford pur- 
poses delivering a lecture illustrating the Del- 
sartean system about September 10. This 
lecture will be of great interest to our cultured 
maids and matrone. 


anthropic purpose he would go up off Dufferin 
street wharf in a row-boat and get shot by the 
volunteers he might cause the rifle butts to be 
removed, thus accomplishing another’ service 
That done, I may think of 
some other avenue for his peculiar gifts, 
for there is really no limit to the oppor- 
Finding that 
there is no adequate provision suggested 
py pity nor devised for punishment of a’ man 
ina fit, heis putting in his spare moments in 
forcing the derelict authorities to do some- 
thing or notify the police that fits are on the 
free list—neither a crime that need concern 
the patrol wagon nor a calamity that need 
fret the ambulance, that they are in fact, quite 
optional with the citizen, like the smoking of 
vile cigars—though annoying to others and in i'! 
taste, still permissable on the street or in any 
In this period of subtle decision 
from the bench it may transpire to Martin’s 
discomfort that while the patrol wagon has no 
right to deposit a citizen anywhere who is in a 
real fit and in some danger of death, it hasa 
right to dump a pretender in the police celle. 
This would prove an inglorious termination to 


Everybody is disappointed with the census 
returns, for it was generally expected that the 
total population would be shown to hand- 
somely exceed four ‘million people. There is a 
disappointment in the figures that no artifice 
can explain away, for there is no excuse, could 
be no excuse, for a young country like Canada 


Thousands have poured in here from the old 
lands, yet we have not increased to their 
increase out of 


ing within observation distance of Toronto 


crease in the city has been about three fifths of 


always confident it will not rain, no matter 


Mr. R. U. McPherson returned on Tuesday 
last from his trip abroad, having visited the 
British Isles, and accomplished the grand 


tour of the continent. Z 


A delightful evening was spent last Monday 
in the Aquatic Club Rooms by 4 happy com- 
pany of Center Islanders, who assembled as 
The hand- 
some hall was lit for the occasion with many 
The perfect floor 
was covered with merry young couples danc- 
ing till the wee sina hours. Miss O'Day of 
Buffalo, N. Y., whose reputation as a cAnta- 
trice of the first-class is more than local, first 
sang charmingly a classical aria and then the 
Mr. Mundie also added to 
the pleasure of those present by rendering in 
excellent voice two songs from the German. 
Refreshments were served in an ante-room 
and the fair young hostess was warmly con- 
gratulated by her guests on her successful 











































the guests of Mrs. F, W. Gibbs, 


colored chinese lanterns. 


Maid of Dundee, 


evening. ‘ 


Mr. Percy Bath and Mr. Arthur Meredith 
rode to Roaches Point one night lately. 


over fifty miles distant. 


Mrs. and Miss Davies have returned from 
Muskoka. : 


Rev. Charles L. V. Brine of Hamilton was 
in town this week. 


Mr. Augustus Whitney, an amiable and much 
liked member of Toronto’s society circles, died 
in Detroit this week. Seldom is more universal 
expression of regret heard than is evoked by 
his early decease. Both in social and business 
circles his friends will long remember him, 


Messrs. Thomas and Ham Killacky, from the 
Southern States, are visiting the city. 


Miss S. M. L. Snell of Brunswick avenue, 
who has been spending two or three weeks at 
her cousin's, Dr. Buckams of Flint, Mich., will 
spend the remainder of the holldays in Cleve- 
land, Ohio, with her brother, Mr. A. J. Snell. 

* 


Miss Maud Allan of Alexander street and 
her sister, Mrs. A. J. Ralston of Hamilton, 
returned this week from Muskoka. 


Mrs. David White and her daughter, Edith, 
of Ingersoll, are spending a few weeks in the 
city and are at present staying with Mrs. 
Trotter of Bloor street west. 


Mrs. J. K. Bigelow and daughter, Miss 
Laura, of 1172 Washington Boulevard, Chicago, 
are spending a pleasant summer with her 
brother at Kelwood, Colborne. 


Mrs. W. H. Oliphant will be glad to see her 
friends at her new residence, 569 Spadina 
avenne, every Tuesday afternoon, commencing 
September 1. 


A very successful regatta was held at Stanley 
House, Muskoka, on Tuesday afternoon, Aug- 
ust 18, the following is a list of the prize win- 
ners: Mrs. Helliwell of Toronto, Miss Mc- 
Kenzie of Milton, Miss Tackaberry of Chatham, 
Miss Ethel Treble of Toronto, Mr. W. Helliwell 
of Toronto, Mr. R. McLean of Stanley House, 
Mr. H. Peters of St. John, N.B., Mr. T. E. 
McCraken of Toronto, Mr. Robinson of Orillia, 
Master H. Helliweli of Toronto and Master W. 
Biggar of Cleveland. In the evening suitable 
speeches were made by Mr. W. T. Boyd of 
Toronto, Mr. T. McCraken of Toronto, Mr. H. 
H. Negley of Pittsburg, Mr. G. H. Thomas of 
Detroit and others, and the prizes handed to 
the winners by Mrs, Brooks of Cleveland. 

oa 


Mrs, Stephen Jarvis gave a delightful tea on 
Friday of last week. Among those present 
were: Mrs. Boulton, Mrs. Dennistoun, Mrs, 
Dickson, Mrs. Helliwell, Mrs. Denison, Mrs, 
Bell, Mrs. Osler, Mra. MacMahon, Miss Cham- 
pion and a score of others. 


Mrs. Becher's tea on Saturday was attended 
by a bevy of charming women ahd more than 
the usual sprinkling of the sterner sex. The 
afternoon was coo] and pleasant, and Sylvan 
Towers, one of the most lovely of our Rosedale 
residences, with its pretty grounds, looked 
most inviting. : 


Miss Anna Wintermute of Chicago, who is 
visiting her aunt, Mrs, Stephen Jarvis, has 
gone to Hamilton for a short stay. 


The road race between the two leading 
bicycle clubs which took place on Wednesday 
evening brought out a large numter of spe cta- 
tors to the Rosedale grounds. The lady mem- 
bers of the c!ubs were most enthusiastic and 
¢>rrespondingly jubilant or despondent, as 
their favorite club happened to be victor and 
varquished. Several lady riders will accom- 
pany the club to Hamilton on the fifth to wit- 
ness the finish of the road race to Grimsby and 
back. 


A number of Torontonians are at present 
doing Paris the beautiful, as is proved by the 
arrival of sundry newspapers in a foreign 
tongue, addressed to various less fortunate 
stay-at-homes, 


M. Geo. Coutellier has returned to the city 
and will organize his fall classes at once. 


Mr. and Mrs. Percival Greene are at the 
Rossin. Mrs. Greene wore a charming pearl 
gray costume at the matinee on Wednesday, 
where she and Mr, Greene occupied a box. 


A few society people were at the opera dur- 
ing the week, but the regular season’s audi- 
ence are still on their travels or at the seaside, 

Mr. Harold Jarvis was in town for a day or 
two on his way to fill some out of town concert 
engagements. He sang recently at Belle Isle 
Park, Detroit, before an audience estimated at 
twenty-five thousand, and with signal success, 


Captain Charles Nelles of Brantford and Mre, 
Nelles were visiting here this week. They 
were the guests of Mre, Nelles’ parents, Mr. 
and Mrs. Joseph Walker. 

_———_2o —____..... 
At tbe mouth of a Cornish mine there is this 


piece of advice: ‘ Do not fall down this shaft 
as there are men at work at the bottom of it.” 


They 
had an enjoyable ride until they ran foul of a 
violent rain storm, after whlch the road was 
rather hard wheeling for the gentlemen, who 
are comparatively new to cycling. The run is 

































Out of Town. 


NIAGARA-ON THE LAKE, 


The annual tournament under the auspices 
of the Bowling Association of Ontario, which 
began on the pom of the Queen’s last 
Thursday, would have been a grand and com- 
plete success had it not been for the heavy rain 
which fell Thursday night and Friday morning, 
rendering the sward during the remainder of 
the second day almost unfit for play and 
necessitating an unfortunate postponement of 
a number of matches which might otherwise 
have been easily played off on Saturday. Those 
thus crowded out and which will be played at 
the Victoria Rink on Monday, September 31, 
are the finals and semi-finals in the singles 
and the finals in the consolation and double 
competitions. It was most disappointing to 
those who had evinced such an enthusiastic 
interest in the games to be denied the gratifi- 
cation of seeing what would doubtless have 
been a most exciting finisn, but they at least 
had the satisfaction of witnessing during the 
three days some of the best matches ever 

layed at any of the previous tournaments 
helt here. The interest and enthusiastic ex- 
citement manifested by both the spectators 
and those taking part was must marked from 
start to finish, some of those who won for 
themselves most flattering spplense by their 
brilliant play being Messrs, Biggar, Thornton, 
G. Geddes, Scott, Lightbourne and Furniss. 
The matches which proved particularly close, 
and consequently aroused the greatest interest, 
were those between the Granite and Victoria 
rinks; that between Belleville No. 2 and 
Victoria on Thursday, and those between the 
two Victoria an Granite. rinks in 
the consolation; the semi-finals between 
the two Victorias being considered by far 
the best of the tournament. There were nine- 
teen rinks, representing six clubs the Hamil- 
ton, Niagara, Victoria, Belleville, Granite and 
a Park. The play throughout was un- 
usually good, Toronto of course coming off as 
usual with flying colors. Some of those taking 

art were: From the Granite Club, Messrs. J. 

al-, T. Scott, G, L. Kelso, A. P. Scott, J. 
Bruce, W. Hamilton, J, Paton, Dr. Snelgrove, 
G. R Hargraft, J. Henderson, W. Lawrence, 
R. C. McHarrie, C. Dempsey, J. Fletcher, W. 
O. Thornton, W. McMurty, J. Macdonald, J. 
Baird, H. Brown and D. O'Grady. From the 
Victoria: C. Madison, S. Morrison, J. L. 
Leslie, A. M. Cosby, W. Ketchum, J. L. 
Capreol, C, E. Swabey, C. Dickson, V. erent 
W. Davidson, H. Harman, J. Furniss 
Geddes, T. Langton, J. Russell, W. A. Wilson, 
E. Lightbourne, W. Smith, P. McNally, A. J. 
McWilliams. The Prospect Park was repre- 
sented by J. Lugsdin, C. Cooper, J. Wright, A. 
Wheeler, R. B. Rennie, G. Hardy, H. J. Gray, 
D. Carlyle, N. L. Patterson, Dr. Troutman, W. 
Forbes, Q. D. McCulloch, J. G. Gibson, R 
Watson, J. Clayton, A. M. Mathews, T. Bounce, 
E. Forbes, G, Beverley and P.O Connor. Ham- 
ilton sent J. Havey, S. Reid, J. M. Burns and 
J. Smith. As it was the first time the Hawil- 
ton club had been represented in the tourna- 
ment it was formally taken into the association 
at the business meeting held on Thursday 
evening in the ball-room of the Queen's. Bel- 
1eville was represented by C. Lavis, J. Lanier, 
W. H. Biggar, T. Thomson, G. C. Biggar, R. 
Mussen, J. Jenkins, J. Ingile. While repre- 
senting the Niagara club were F. W. Best, J. 
Burns, J. Bishop and W. Lansing. With the 
exception of a few who remained for the hop, 
the Saturday evening trains and steamers 
carried off to their respective homes the parti- 
cipants in the late excitment. 

iss Evelyne Hilliard of Buffalo gave a most 
delightful recital in the ball-room of the 
Queen's last Thursday evening. Owing to 
Miss Hilliard’s good natured surrender of the 
ball-room to the bowlers who were anxious to 
hold their annual meeting there, the pro- 
gramme was not begun until nine instead of 
eight o’clock as announced, and even then the 
bowlers, who had been unable to transact their 
business within the limited time were obliged 
to resign the room to the impatient audience 
gathered in the drawing rooms, and wander- 
ing aimlessly around the verandahs; and fifty 
or sixty men unwillingly filed out through the 
dining-rcom, down the = sweep and across 
to the pavilion where the business of the asso- 
ciation was concluded. Miss Hilliard, a tall, 
aristocratic looking blonde, who looked re- 
markably handsome in a costume of violet and 
white silk trimmed with white lace prettily 
caught here and there with bunches of purple 
violets, was assisted during the evening by 
Miss Tilsden of Buffalo, whose beautiful voice 
more than charmed her audience, and Miss 
Wilkinson of Fort Niagara, who opened the 
programme with a briiliantly executed piano 
solo. Among those present I noticed Mrs. D. 
B. Macdougall, Miss Wilkinson, Mr. P. Ball, 
Mr. Bunting, Mr. Coulson, Mrs. F. M. Morson, 
the Misses da Miss Winnie Kingsmill, Mrs. 
W. A. Dickson, Mr. C. Milloy, Mrs. G. Foy, 
Mrs. J. Foy, Miss F. Smith, Miss Barker, Miss 
A. Boulton, Miss Reine Neuvex. 

Miss Donavan of Baltimore, at present a 
guest of friends at Fort Niagara, who was also 
to have assisted Miss Hilliard, was unavoid- 
ably absent, greatly to the disappointment of 
there who had gone hoping to hear a voice 
which rumor has pronounted glorious. 

At the Chautauqua a last Wednesday I 
noticed the following : r. Loveridge, Lieut. 
and Mrs. Heasiland, the Misses Donavan, 
Lieut. and Mrs. Irvine, Mr. Squires, Miss 
Sherry, Mr. A. Downey, Mr. and the Misses 
Bernard, Mr. F. and Miss Winnie Smith, 
Capt., Mr. and Miss Milloy, Miss Dixon, the 
Misses Poffard, the Misses Blake, the Misses 
Heward, Mr, and Mrs, Gus Foy, Miss M. Geale, 
Miss Fannie Smith, Miss Foy, Mr. Herbert 
Syer. Mre. Webster, Miss Tolier, Mr. Coulson 
and a party from St. Catharines among whom 
were Mrs, Yug, Mrs. Helliwell, Mr. P. Helli- 
well, Miss Mack, Mr. and Miss Bate, Mr. 
Fuler, the Misses Fenton and Miss Larkin. A 


(Continued on Page Eleven.) 


QUREN'S ROYAL HOTEL, 


Niagara-on-the-Lake, Ont. 











Hops Every Saturday Kvening 
During the Season 


McGaw & Winnett 
PROPRIETORS 





Paris Kid ‘Glove Store 


Swede Mousquitaire Gloves 
Chevrette Gloves 


In all the newest shadee, 


4-Button Glace Kid feom 900. Up 


JUST RECEIVED 


A new live in P. D. Corsets. We recommend these to our 

customers as the flaest corseton the market. They are 

perfect in cut and easy to wear, and give the figure a 
beautiful shape. 


R. & G, CORSETS IN EVERY STYLE 


Millinery, Dressmaking and 
Mantles 


WM. STITT & C0, 


11 and 13 King St. East, Toronto 








| HE STECK 


Baby Grand Piano is 

now the favorite piano 

of the elite and better- 

of people of the United 

States. It isa piano of 
wonderful tone-coloring, of speaking 
touch. 

People contemplating the purchase 
of even a good upright piano should 
not fail to first see this beautiful smal! 
grand. 

Such exquisite tone-quality, coupled 
with such power, will be found in no 
other pianos. 

We want to make this piano the 
favorite in Toronto that it now is in 
the cultivated centers of New York, 
San Francisco, Rio Janiero and else- 
where. 

To introduce it first buyers will get 
bargains. Sole agents for Ontario. 

FARWELL & GLENDON 
(Dominion Piano and Organ Co.) 
Warerooms : 68 King St. West. 


Clear Out the Pests 


HOUSEKEEPERS 


TRY OUR 


Cockroach Powder 


ALL DEAD IN SEVEN MINUTES 


Is what our customers say. 


McARTHUR’S DRUG STORE 


230 Yonge Street, opp. Shuter 


TORONTO, HAMILTON & MONTREAL 


POPULAR PASSENGER STEAMER 


OCEHKAN 


JOHN T. TOWERS, Master, 


Leaves Hamilton 10 a.m., Toronto 4 p.m., every Saturda: 
for Kingston, Brockville, Prescott, Cornwall "oa Mont. 











Forouor Sorter tie Ia ot phan 
‘0 ‘ : ro, . For or 
Yonge Street, Toronto, or at : 


to W. A. GEDDES, 69 
Wharf. 





TOURS OF EVERY VARIETY 


BARLOW CUMBERLAND 


Agent, 72 Yonge Street, Toronte 


PURITAN COOKERS 


The most popular cooking uten- 





sil ever placed on the market. 
Especially useful for cooking all de- 
scriptions of Broths and Custards. 


RICE LEWIS & SON 


(LIMITED) 
Cor. King and Victoria Streets 


TORONTO 











PURE FLAX WRITING PAPER 


———— 


A peculiarly substantial and plainly elegant description of sta- 
tionery on which it is an absolute luxury to write.—Dazly Lelegraph. 


5 Quires and 100 Envelopes (Boxes) $1.00 





JAMES BAIN & SON : Fine Stationers 


TORONTO 
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Between You and Me. 





rather merciless article inveigh- 
ling against nervous women, 
and, though I protested against 
its hard words, J suppose some 





of it must be true. There are 
such things as honestly nervous women, whose 
number Increases day by day in this hurrying 


age of the world, and the strictures which 
would be very becoming when applied to the 
Lady Blowsabellas of the age of affectation 
which some antiquated novels recall to our re- 
collection are only an aggravation of their in- 
firmity to the busy brain workers, or anxious 
money savers who walk abroad in petticoats, 
where they used to loll on divansin “ robes,” 
I am honestly sympathetic and sorry for the 
over worked or over worried when they fall 
into hysteria and divers kinds of weaknesses 
akin thereto, and my every nerve thrills in 
unison with those of the female who is scared 
of lightning, but there are doubtless women, 
to whom the dissipation of a nervous attack is 
a kind of delightsome spree to be iadulged in 
of malice aforethought, to spite an over indul- 
gent husband, to spoil a rival’s party, or to at- 
tract attention which might otherwise stray 
elsewhere, and for such the water hose and 
other heroic treatment is advised. 
7 


** What books shall I read this summer?” 
asked my pretty voyageure, as she arranged 
her traps for travel. I hesitated a moment, 
pausing because of my conscience and her 
necessity. I knew what I should advise her to 
con, but 1 did not dare to, they sounded so un- 
joyous and unlike a holiday. And yielding to 
my lower sense I named over several light 
amusing novels, chatty books of travels and 
characteristic sketches. And she got them 
and has probably read them, and they have 
gone in one ear and out the other, leaving a 
vacuum, just as have the compliments and the 
pretty speeches of her seaside escort. And she 
might have now been hugging some golden 
nugget of wisdom from Ruskin or Carlyle or 
some other fashionable deep thinker had I only 
done my duty! Ah,I think it is lovely that, 
as Nelson put it on record, it is men to whom 
England looks to fill that important and well 
nigh impossible bill! Because, probably, he 
and England knew that women’s duties are 


never *“‘done!” - 


Talking of seaside escorts, reminds me that 
among all the jokes anc articles about the 
summer girl, one never or scarcely ever comes 
across that equally evanescent creature, the 
summer man. And’ yet, who doesn’t known 
him? Iran against him this week on Yonge 
and King, many a dozen times. One of him 
was something too immaculate in white yacht- 
ing suit, with the creases fresh and not a blur 
upon its creamy surface, his natty blue cap set 
at a nautical angle, and his complexion brown 
and wholesome, browner than ordinary on ac- 
count of his snowy raiment. Another of him 
was in a very undress looking silk striped 
shirt with a Gordon sash and tennis shoes and 
the inevitable white flannel continuations with 
a rather faded sailor hat and very rubicund 
visage and he had ‘ Muskoka” written on 
him as plainas print. These were honest sum 
mer men—but there is a hothouse-grown 
article which flourishes at seaside resorts and 
swell mountain houses, which resembles the 
true quill, as the mist resembles the rain. He 
is too natty, too “ well-completed,” too fond of 
women and their ways and though gorgeous in 
his attire and lordly in his speech he subsides 
when his butterfly existence is over, into very 


small potatoes indeed, 
e 


There is a summer man who, in my younger 
days, used to afford me a great deal of quiet 
amusement, and with whom I had often a 


“really enjoyable talk. He was a hotel waiter 


(please don’t be shocked!) who had chosen to 
follow this humble occupation during the sum- 
mer holidays for reasons best known to his 
impecunious self. In fall and winter and 
spring he was a collegian, and rather well up 
in “isms” and “ica,” and one could be sure of 
meeting him at balls and parties in the city of 
his Alma Mater, not as a waiter, but as an 
extremely spry and well appreciated guest. 
With young America nothing is impossible, 
and I have grateful recollections of rows on 
the St. Lawrence, tete-a-tete chats on the rose- 
lighted hotel piazza, and good earnest argu- 
ments and very instructive talks with the 
youth in blazer and flannels, who next morn- 
ing pulled out my chair for breakfast, brought 
me cold porridge and slightly ‘“‘gone” melon 
and antedeiluvian beefsteak, and remarked 
quite coolly : ‘*ShallI row you out this even- 
ing?” I studied his idiosyncracies with the 
greatest interest, and applauded the nerve that 
could placidly wear a dress suit at breakfast 
time, and row the lady guests of the hotel over 
the romantic waters of the island dotted St. 
Lawrence in the evening. He was not a unit. 
There were sixty of him in those two great 
hotels at Alexandria Bay, and he was to me a 
new and amusing species of the “summer 


man,” 
7 


During the hot days (though really the ther- 
mometer has been very reasonable this sum- 
mer) many city workers, men and women, find 
it too wearing to take a long ride or walk home 
in the noon-tide for lunch, and you see them 
dropping in under protest at the various 
restaurants of the city, good, bad and indiffer- 
ent. Just for fun Ihave made around of these 
restaurants, and if variety be the spice of life, 
Iam an animated spicebox! I have eaten of 
fare that was tempting and well served, but 
the lunch room was so dark and airless that 
I thought, “ better a dinner of buns on asunny, 
breezy hillside, than so much French cook- 
ery in the dimness of suffocation.” And I have 
elsewhere partaken of cold vegetable soup and 
boiled tea, and overdone beef and salmon (every- 
thing is overdone in this particular restaurant, 
except the cauliflow ers), where the company 
is strangely mixed, and the primmest city 
official rubs elbows with Mrs. Greenbeans 
from rhe vegetable market, and Lady Gay sits 
visavis to a person from Kaintuck, who 
shovels food up with the article usually de- 
voted to separating edibles into convenient 
portions ; where goodwill is everywhere and 
impertinence unknown, and your bill so small 
that you haven’t the heart to mention the 















SAW in an exchange this week a 





above shortcomings. And I have dined royally 
at our best known caterers and waited till I 
was savage, for notice at our old stand-by down 
street, where things are very good—when you 
get them—but where I am seriously thinking of 
donning a divided skirt to see if that will not 
hurry up the waiters in serving me with sus- 
tenance when time is short and work is wait- 
ing ; and I have gone boldly to the lunch 
counterand “‘ toted” my own lunch thence to 
the tables along the wall, and eaten it, as well 
as I could for laughing at the men who gobble 
up pie and all sorts of things they turn up their 
noses at at home. And it has ail been very 
amusing. 


It rained! Lavy Gay. 





Your attention is called to our Christmas 
Number PrizeCompetition. Particulars on page 
six. 





In the Orchard. 


For Saturday Night. 

The light wind whispers and passes, 

The trees are swinging and swaying, 

Rocking the nestling robins a lullaby to and fro, 

The bees are lazily dronning 

Their litaines soft intuning, 

There is a murmurous sound in the graeses ; 

A humming bird flashes, singing 

His way from thistles to clover, 

His beak with honey drips over, 

An oriole swings on the bending twig, and the while clouds 
come and go. 


From the bushes the red of the berry 

And the clustering currant are gleaming 

White and purple and crimson as the ruby red of the wine, 

A song from the black bird gushes, 

The cheek of the crab apple flushes, 

The woodpecker steals a cherry, 

The light comes fitfully streaming 

Over the plums green cluster, 

Over the pears soft lustre, 

Over the apples that wait like lives for the autumn’s ripen- 
ing sign. 


The air is balmy delicious, 
The sky like a southern ocean, 
I drowsily swing in my hamwock, forgetting that care can 


The sound of the reapers loud hnmming, 

Through the rustle of corn leaves is coming 

The shadows of life seem fretitious 

To this music and murmur and motion, 

Delirious dreaming carouses, 

My Pegasus wearily browses, 

On the margin of days that the summer bears to the past 
eternal sea. Emma PLAYTeR SEABERRY. 





An Unintentional Hair Cut ; 
OR, BIFFER'S PATENT CYCLE LAWN MOWER. 














Choice Cut Roses 


Of every popular variety. Other. 
seasonable flowers also always on 
hand. We can ship cut flowers to 
any part of Ontario and Quebec 
with perfect safety, as we have let- 
ters from our numerous patrons in 
various parts congratulating us for 
prompt delivery and excellent con- 
dition of the flowers upon arrival. 


S. TIDY & SON 


THE FLORISTS 
164 Yonge Street ” Toronto 


Tel. — Greenhouses, 3057; Store, 2089 








S. W. Cor. Yonge and Queen 


HE apron is an article of 
women's wear that has an 
historic record, and dates it origin 
back to early days. Times change, 
however, and aprons with them. 
A useful and durable apron of to- 
day is made of linen—though some- 
times only linen so called. This 
talk tells of a pure linen apron, 
some plain, others checks, here a 
line trimmed with torchon lace, 
there an attractive lot with colored 


borders. 
Pure Linen Aprons, plain, 15c. 
Pure Linen Aprons, checks, 150. 
Pare Linen Aprone, Torchon Lace, 15>. 
Pure Linen Aprons, big ones, 20>. 
Pure Linen Aprons, fancy colored border, 30c. 
Large Cooking Aprons, pure linen, 30c 


Good sensible every day aprons, 


everyone of them, and a pretty 
white lawu apron to wear, when the hurry of the day is 
over, for 20c. Aprons trimmed with handsome embroid- 
eries, 35c., 402., 453., 600. 


For a short time blouses will 
move through the propelling power 


of decidedly clearing prices. 


Apretty Print Blouse, 400. 

A nice White Lawn Blouse, 560. 

A well-fitting Black Sateen Blouse, $1 50. 

A China Silk Blouse, pretty as a picture, $2.25. 


R. SIMPSON 


8. W. cor. Yonge and Queen Entrance Yonge Street. 
Streets, Toronto. Entrance Queen Street. 
Store Nos. 174, 176, 178 Yonge Street, and 1 and 3 Queen 
Street West. 


MiSs SULLIVAN 
Late of W. A. Murray & Co. 
Artistic Dressmaking 
76 COLLEGE STREET 


Mies Sullivan has just returned from New York with the 
latest designs and styles. 





J. C. WALKER & CO. 
PHOTOGRAPHERS 


147 Yonge Street 
Are making the high+st grade 


.. of photographic work in all de- 
= partments. A trial will con- 
vince you. 


See Their Life Size 
Crayons 





> 


The American Corset & Dress Reform 


, 
316 Yonge Stree’, Toronto 


Te) 


430u0 Ol 3SQVW 
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ennesse-Miller  Bodiee 
COMMON SENSE 

DRESS REFORM WAISTS 

es}WelIg UMO ANNO 


a 


@UR SPINAL SUPPORTING CORSET, a perfect 
substitute for Plaster Jackets. Correspondence solicited. 





%» BARBOUR’S 


LINEN THREADS 


“The Best for All 
Purposes 


Sold by All Dealers 









It Seemed to Hit. 


A boy sat on a bench Saturday afternoon 
reading a novel, while his boot-blacking outfit 
furnished a rest for his feet. By and by a 
severe looking man who was strolling about 
noticed him and halted to ask: 

** Boy, are you reading a novel?” 

** Yes, sir.” 

*“T thought so! Getting eevee ready to 
enter upon a career of crime ?” 

** No, sir.” 
**Some trashy detective yarn, then?” 

**No, sir.” 

‘“*Then, there's a boy in it who runs away 
c- home and perform heroic deeds,” 

“ . 3 1 
* But that will be the inevitable result. It’s 
an Indian story, I suppose.” 

**Tt’s about a bootblack right in this town. 
He got his first start in life by a gentleman 
coming up to him in this very park and giving 
him 50 cents to blacken his shoes |” 

*Ah—um? Man was a fool!” growled the 
hilanthropist as he trotted along and left the 
ad to take the broad and narrow path to the 

gallows. 








A Serious Omission. 

Low Church—I hear you are quite ritualistic 
at your church—have confession, penance and 
all that sort of thing. 

Church—Yes, have everything—sur- 
liced, choir, candles, confussion, all the high 
inks; do everything except burn insect- 

powder, 





Not so Slow. 


The American had just told the Englishman 
a joke. The latter did not laugh. ‘‘1 suppose,” 
said the American nee: ‘that you 


will see the point of that joke ut day after 
to-morrow la then?” ‘My dear boy,” 
drawled the man,I saw the point of 


Engl 
that joke aad ed at it fo whe 
rast aie het gs , 
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BATHING SUITS 





BATHERS should not fail to provide 
themseives with the NEPTUNE LIFE SAV- 
ING BATHING SUIT, the simplest, most 
practical and most effective LIFE SUIT ever 


invented. Made in 
and Boys. 


Ladies, Gent’s, Misses 


SOLD BY 


THE GOODYEAR 


RUBBER STORE 


12 King Street West 








Armand’s Hair and Perfumery Store 


441 Yonge and 1 Carlton Street 


Telephone 2491 
Largest and Handsomest Hair 
Goods, Hairdressing and Per- 
fumery Establishmcnt in 
America. 


HAIR GOODS 


Of all kinds for fashion, con- 
venience, protection from cold 
in the head, or necessity, con- 
stantly on hand or made to 
order. Frontpieces and Waves 
of new styles, Toupees and 
Wigs for ladies and gentlemen. 


SWITCHES 


All long hair, in separate 
branches, in great variety. 
Ladies and Children’s Hair- 
dressing, Trimming and Sham- 
ing, Hairdressing for Balls, 
Concerts, Weddings, Photos, 
etc. 





(Elegant Hairdressing Parlors.) 


Select stock of ‘fine Hair Ornaments. Large assortment 
of fine Perfumery and Toilet Articles for ladies and gentle- 


men. 
Capillerine for destroying superfluous hair, best remedy 
in the market, $1 50; sent by post, securely sealed, $1 50. 


J. TRANCLE ARMAND & CO. 


441 Yonge Street. cor. Carlton St. 
TORONTO, ONT., CANADA. 


DORENWEND'S 


Is the Leading House for 
Fashionable 


HAIR GOODS 


The latest and most 
ARTISTIC STYLES 
In Wigs, am Switches 

e 


Best and Cheapest 
ouse in the Dominion. 


Finest Hair Dressing 
on the Continent. 


Telephone 1551 


105 Yonge St 


Send for circular. 





FASHIONABLE DRESSMAKING 

MISS PATON’S rooms are now open and thor- 
oughly equipped with the spring styles and modes. The 
latest French, English and American fashions. An early 
visit and inspection invited. 


Rooms, Golden Lion, R. Walker & Sons, 
35 King Street East 


THE OWEN 
ELECTRIC BELT 


AND APPLIANCE CO. 


Head @ffice - - = Chicago, Hl, 


incorporated June 17, 1887, with a Cash 
Capital of $50,000 














TILE, 


a 


71 King Street West, Toronto, Ont. 


G. C. PATTERSON, Manager for Canada 

Dr. A. Owen, after years of experiment and study, has 
given to the world an Electric Belt that bas no equal in 
this or any other country. Fully covered by patents. 

RGEUMATISM 
is found wherever man is found, and it does not respect 
age, sex, color, rank or occupation. 

Medical science has utterly failed to afford relief in 
rheumatic cases. Although electricity has only been in 
use as a remedial agent for a few years, it cured more 
cases of Rheumatism than all other means combined. 

Our treatment is a mild, continuous vanic current, a4 
gases by the Owen Electric Body Battery, which may 

» applied directly to the affected parte. 

WOMEN 

The Owen Electric Belt is par excellence the woman's 

friend, for ite merite are equal as a preventive and curative 


for the many troubles peouliar to her sex, It is nature's 
oure. 
The follo are among the diseases cured by the use 
ot THE OW ELECTRIC BELTS: 
— an ole ga 
euralgia permatorrhea 
Dyspepsia Impotency 
Sola Sexual Exhaustion 
General De w Diseases “ 
iver Complain ervous Complain’ 
Kidney Di Diseases 
Female Complaints Ill-Health 
CH GE. . 
We challe the world to show an Electric Belt where 
the current wptee He sentoal of tho petient a0 com: 
ly as We can use the same belt on an infant 
ae eee a oe eee 
WE ALWAYS LEAD AND NEVER FOLLOW 
Other belts have been in the market for five 


keer 
UNEQUALLED” 


IS THE VERDICT 


OF 
All Those Who Have Used the 


STANDARD 
DRESS BONES 


The steel is extra quality, non-corrosive, 
metal tipped, securely stitched and fastened 
in a covering of superior sateen. Can be 
relied on not to stain, cut through at the 
ends, or become detached. 


| Ask for Them 
They are the Best 


SOLD BY 


All the Leading Retail Dry Goods Merchants 
Throughout the Dominion 





DENSOLINE 


(Pure Petroleum Jelly.) 


(SUPERIOR TO VASELINE) 


The great skin healer and besutifier of the complexion. 


NATURE’S HEALING OINTMENT 
= USB -« 


Gold Seal Densoline for Rough Skin 
Cold Cream Densoline for the Complexion 
Densoline Toilet Soap, made from Pure 

Petroleum Jelly, a perfect cure for all 

Skin Affections 


FOR SALE BY ALL DRUGGISTS 
MANUFACTURED BY 


AMERICAN OIL CO 
29 Adelaide St. West, Toronto 
aa samples can be obtained free of charge by applying 


OCTAVIUS NEWCOMBE & CO. 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


Grand, Upright and 
Square 


PIANOFORTES 





TORONTO MONTREAL 
107-109 Church Street. 2344 St. Catharines Street. 
OTTAWA 


68 Bank Street. 
Factory, 121 to 129 Bellwoods Ave., Toronto 


GODES - BERGER 

The purest of Table WATERS. The ONLY Natural 
Mineral WATER NOW supplied to H. M. the Queen of 
England, under Royal Warrant. 


Lowpoy, July 28, 1891. 


Professor Wanklyn, the greatest living authority on 
water, states : 

**I have analyzed the Godes-Berj er water, and find that 
* it is EXQUISITELY PURE. Ite saline ingredients are 
** normal—just those required to form AN IDEAL TaBLE 
“* WATER. 


(Signed) “J. ALFRED WANKLYN.” 





A Tribute to the Memory of the Late 
Sire John A. Maedonald 


A NEW SONG 


FOR BARITONE 
“A British Subject | was Born, a 
British Subject | Will Die” 


Words and Music by 8S. T. CHURCH 
PRICE 40 CENTS—A REALLY GOOD SONG 


Anglo-Canadian Music Publishers’ Association 
63 King Street West, Toronto. 


oAmscns Mime 


EARLY 
BUYERS 


Will do well to see that range of 


STANLEY TWEEDS 


They are o beyond com 8 
ee ee 
ames Winter wear, and we now have fifty 
varieties to choose from. 
DONT COME TOO LATE 

Five cases of Jackets just , fresh and choice. 
Chiffon in ali shades and kinds will be in demand this fall, 
and we have them all. 


212 YONGE STREET 


Bs 
ae 
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THE PEER AND THE WOMAN 


By E. PHILLIPS OPPENHEIM. 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. 


CHAPTER XX. 
JIM DOORE'’S STORY, 


Jim Doore cleared his throat once or twice 
and settled himself down to his task with the 
air of aman who knows that he has a good 
tale to tell and intends telling it well, His 
listeners, notwithstanding that they all save 
one knew quite as much as he did about it all, 
and had heard it told, and told it themselves 
and discussed it many a time, drew their chairs 
round in a half circle and manifested the live- 
liest signs of interest. Those who were smok- 
ing filled their pipes and assumed that air of 
stolid calm with which a confirmed smoker 
usually settles himself down to listen to an in- 
teresting narration ; the others leaned forward 
in their chairs and drew them a little closer to 
the speaker, or stretched themselves out with 
their hands deep down in their trowsers’ 
pockets, a slight smile of expectancy oe 
upon their lips. The fire-light leaping an 
falling around the pile of logs which h ust 
been thrown on cast a pleasant glow upon their 
weather-tanned, homely faces; altogether it 
was a scene which on canvas would have 
formed a striking picture. 

There were two figuresin the background—the 
stranger and Jim Doore’s wife. The former, 
notwithstanding his grotesque attire, which 
fell in strange lines about his slim, graceful 
figure, looked every inch an aristocrat, and a 
handsome one. e was leaning very far back 
in an ancient but comfortable easy chair with 
a fragrant cigar held between two very white 
fingers, from which the blue smoke was curl- 
ing upwards in a long straight line. His thin 
lips were slightly parted in an amused smile, 
and his clear blue ye were wandering round 
the little scene as though keenly appreciating 
the oddity of his situation; and yet beneath 
it all there was a melancholy cast about his 
countenance which it seemed impossible to 
trace to any one feature, and yet which was 
certainly there. As a portion of the back- 
ground to the picture he was distinctly 
striking. 

Not less so was Mrs. Doore, though her ap- 
pearance was scarcely so picturesque. She 
was sitting some little distance behind the 
circle, in a corner where neither the fire-light 
nor the lamp-light penetrated, so that her face 
was in the shadow. Upon her knee was a 
piece of needlework, to which she was paying 
no attention whatever, for both her hands had 
closed upon it, while she was leaning forward 
like the others towards her husband, her dark 
eyes glowing as the occasional gleams of fire- 
light fell upon them. Perhaps a casual obser- 
ver glancing around, and noticing her twitch- 
ing fingers and wrapt silence, would have 
came to theconclusion that she was the person 
who was waiting for Jim Doore’s story with 


the greatest interest. But as she must have 
heard it many times, it would seem scarcely 
probable. 


The preliminary silence had lasted quite long 
enough. Recognizing that fact, by several 
faint signs of impatience on the part of his 
audience, Jim Doore cleared his throat once or 
twice, and commenced : cookie 

** You must know, first of all,” he said, ad- 
dressing the stranger, ‘“‘that yon castle is 
called Clanavon Castle, and belongs, or, least- 
ways, it belonged to the Earl of Clanavon. 
You’ve heard of him noa doubt, sir?” 

The stranger nodded. ‘I have heard of 
him,” he said, quietly. 

** Well, he wur a great man in Lunnon, and 
they do say he wur were very hard at work 
> something or other. e looked almost like 
that.” 

“He used to come down here sometimes, 
then,” interrupted the young man for whose 
benetit—ostensibly—the story, was being told. 

‘That's just what I was going to tll ’ee. 
Though he was one of the hardest-worked men 
in Lunnon, and was a Parliament man, and 
wrote books, and a’ that, every two or three 
months he used to come down here for a few 
days, sometimes a week, fora sort o’ rest, In 
t’summer he,d coom in a steam yacht, but any- 
ways, however he coom, it was always unex- 

ected like. He never let un know a foorhand. 

here be one room in the south tower which he 
used to use, and it was allus kept ready for 
him, summer and winter, and all times. It be 
that room,” Jim added, dropping his voice 
alittle, “in which you see’d the light burn- 
ing.” 

** Then who uses it now?’ the stranger ask- 
ed. There was a low chorus of mysterious 
ejaculations. Jim shook his head in a myster- 
ious manner, and crossed himself. 

“I'll tell ’ee all as is know’d, sur,” he said. 
** When the earl wur here, night ater night we 
used to see that light burning till daybreak, 
while he sat a working with his papers and 


such like. Just about at daybreak it used to 
disappear, and then we knew that he’d gone 
to . He used to sleep till about middle- 


day, and then he’d come out shooting amongst 
the rocks or sailing a little skiff in the bay, or 
mayhap fishing till evening again. He used 
to enjoy himself quite simple like, allus alone; 
but he used always to look a powerful sight 
better after a few days here.” 

‘Was he always alone here then!” the 
stranger asked. 

‘“*Allus. There’s never been no visitor to the 
castle in ourtime. You see it bean’t kept up 
for a company place like. It be all in ruins, 
except aroom or two. Well, it was about— 
about how long ago wur it, missus ?” he asked 
turning to his missus, 

‘** About six months,” she said quietly. 

‘“*Ah, about six months it wur,” Jim con- 
tinuea. ‘‘ About six months ago, me and the 
mates got back from a spell o’ fishing, and we 
see the light in the Earl's room, very bright 
and powerful it wur. Well, of coors, we all 
thought thatthe Earl had come down for a 
spell, and in the morning me and Bill Foulds 
there we ups and goes to the castle to see if 
any fish was wanted. There be only two on 
"em up there to look arter the place like, Mrs. 
Smith, a decent old body she is, and her 
brother, old Joe Craggs, who's but a poor half- 
witted loon. We went round to the bit o’ 
entrance at the back, and straight into the kit- 
chen. Mrs. Smith was not there, and afier 
waiting aboot a bit, we goes into her littleroom 
and there she wur sobbing, and going on aw- 
ful. I thought in coors as ‘ow the Earl had 
come unexpected like, and found her unpre- 
pared, and had been a giving it to’er. Sol 
saz: ‘‘ What’s oop, Martha? 'As he been a 

oing on aboot summat?” “ Has who bin go- 

ng on?” she says, a looking up surprised like. 
“* Why, the earl,’ says I. *‘* We see’d as he was 
back, by the light in the south tower last 
night.” ‘There warn’t no light,” says she, a 
shaking all over, and clopping ’er hand to a’ 
soide. ‘*Oh, but there wor,” said I, ** Bill and 
me, and everyone on us, we all saw'd it as 
bright as ever could be. When did he coom?” | 
Then she says never another word, but after 
locking at me for a minute in a way as makes 
me shiver to think on, she just falls back'ards, 
and goes off into one o’ them their faints. Lor, 
2 job me and Bill ’ad wi’ 'er, didn’t us, 

it” 

The gentleman appealed to withdrew his 
pipe from his mouth apd blew out a cloud of 
smoke, 

3 reckon we did, Jim,” he assented vigor- 
ously. 

“ Well, arter a undoin’ of ‘er, and pourin 
—_ full of cold water over ‘er, ond peiline 
eathers out o’ t’old cock's tail to burn under 
‘er nose, and such like means, we got ’er round, 
but very weak and dazed she seemed even then. 
Of coors, directly she could speak we asks ‘er 
w'ot was up. 


tone like. 

““* Wheer? asks Bill, reg-lar skeered. , 

‘ **In Lunnon,’ she says, ‘day afore yester- 
ay.’ 

“I couldna seem to believe it, hearing it so 
sidden, and I war all dazed, like. 

** But t’loight last noight,’ I said to ‘er. 

*“She pointed to the key which hung upon 
the wall, and a sort o’ cold chill ran through 
me when I sees it, for there was cobwebs all 
round and on it. 

“*That key,’ she says, ‘ain’t been moved 
from that nail for nigh on two months, It war 
t’master’s orders when he war 'ere last time, 
that the room war not to be touched till he 
coom again,’ : 

*** But we all see’d t’loight,’ I says, ‘me and 
Bill, an’ all on 'em.,’ 

“She war white to the very lips, and her 
voice war all o’ a tremble. 

*“*No one a been int’room. If the loight 
were theer, God help us all! "Twar no earthly 
hand as lit it.’ 





CHAPTER XXII. 
LORD ALCESTON IS PUZZLED. 

There was a short silence amongst the little 
| group. The stranger alone was looking more 
thoughtful than impressed. 

“The light has been seen often since then?” 
he asked after a few minutes’ meditation. 

“ Ay, moast noights!” 

‘* And are you sure that there is no other 
entrance into the room save by the door of 
which you saw the key.” 

** Noa; there beant no other way in.” 

‘* Mrs.—what did you say her name was—the 
housekeeper. She couldn't have anything to 
do with it, or her brother.” 

** We a’ seen it when both on’um a been doon 
‘ere wi’ us,” 
| “It’s a strange thing,” the youes man re- 
marked thoughtfully. ‘‘I wonder whether it’s 
— now?” 

e moved towards the door, and they all 
trooped after him. Jim Doore, stepping in 
front of his guest, lifted the rude wooden 
latch, and a gust of wind came — in 
extinguishing the lamp which he carried in 
his hand, and causing the few prints and texts 
which hung about to rattle against the wall. 
Bill Foulds, followed by most of the party 
turned back to the fireside with a muttered 
anathema against the folly of exposing their 
comfortably-warmed selves to the fury of such 
a tempest until their time came to go, but Jim 
Doore and his guest stepped outside, closing 
the door after them, and stood for a moment 
with the rain beating in their faces, and the 
gale shrieking about their ears, mazing at the 
huge black outline of the ruined castle high up 
above them. There was no mistake about the 
lights—one faint and glimmering, low down 
on the iniand side, Jim pointed out as coming 
from Martha's room; the other high up in the 
tower, right on the verge of the cliff, was burn- 
ing with a steady, brilliant light, and was even 
casting a long livid reflection on the bleak, 
angry sea below. They looked at them meng en 
fora minute. Then Jim Doore, who was hold- 

ing the door fast in his hand, pushed it a little 

way open, and followed by his companion re- 
entered the cottage. 

They moved their chairs and made room for 
him by the fire, and he stood there warming 
himself after the brief exposure to the storm, 
with the dancing firelight lighting up _ his 
thoughtful countenance. They looked at him 
curiously, wondering what he would say now 
about their mysterious light, and wondering, 
too, as they had been all along, who he was, 
and why he had come to this out-of-the-way 
corner of the world. And there was one 
amongst their number, a woman, who sat 
where she had been sitting all the evening, un- 

noticed and almost unseen, Whose dark eves 
never once left his face, and from whose cheeks 
every Vestige of Golor had fied at his coming. 
She, too, Was wondering and dreading. 

* As ta seen t’ loight, Jim?” Foulds inquired, 
removing his pipe from his mouth out of def- 
erence to the stranger, for it was not his cus- 
tom when speaking, 

The young man started somewhat, as though 
the question had broken in upon some train of 
thought. 

** Yes, it’s there, right enough,” he answered. 
“If it wasn’t sucha wild night I should feel 
tempted to go straight away into that room 
and solve the mystery. ut since it has 
puzzled you all so long, it may as well do so 
for one day longer. To-morrow night I will 
see into it.” 

There was a stir amongst the little group. 

“Do a think that Mrs. Smith ‘ll let a go 
into the room?” Jim Doore asked doubtfully. 
There’s never no stranger passes inside o' them 
walls. ‘‘God A’mighty,” he exclaimed sudden- 
ly, springing to his feet and standing with his 
eyes fastened upon the stranger's, ‘* Look at 

e. 


‘* What's the matter, Jim?” cried his partner, 
also rising to his feet and following Jim's shak- 
ing finger, which was pointed straight at the 
- | young man, who stood calmly before the 
r 


e. 

** Look at ’ee, I tell’a,” repeated Jim, ‘‘’Tis, 
t’ Earl’s own face” 

Every eye was fixed upon the stranger, and 
suddenly everyone became conscious of the re- 
semblance, everyone that is to say except Mrs. 
Doore, who had possibly known all about it be- 
fore, for she never moved a muscle of her face. 

“*As I don’t want you to think mea ghost,” 
the young man said smiling slightly, ‘‘perhaps 
1 had better tell you that I am Lord Alceston— 
Ear! of Harrowdean, now, I am sorry to say.” 

** T’Earl’s son,” gasped Jim Doore. 

** Exactly.” 

There was an awestruck silence which Lord 
Clanavon broke. 

**I can assure you, you're no need to look so 
frightened,” he said pleasantly. ‘* You've ali 
been vy kind to me, and I’m sure I’m very 
much obliged to you all.” 

This speech had the effect of setting them 
all a little more at their ease, but the impossi- 
bility of sitting down in the same room with an 
earl was manifest to all of them. With every 
description of clumsy but respectful obeisance 
they dwindied away one by one, while Jim 
Doore stood by looking helplessly from his wife 
to his distinguished guest. 

**Come, come, Doore : there's nothing to be 
fr ghtened about,” Lord Alceston said, smiling, 
when the last of them had departed. ‘ I'm 
sure you've all been very kind to me. I might 
have been up on the cliff now if it hadn't been 

for you. Look at your wife, now; she’s a sen- 
siblewoman. She doesn't look a bit disturbed. 
Well, if you won’t sit down again—for Jim had 
rigorously declined the chair which his lord- 
ship had kicked towards him—show me where 
- to shake down for the night, and Ill go to 


Mrs. Doore silently took up a candle and 
opened the inner door, revealing another apart- 
ment beyond. 

“*This way, my Lord,” she said quietly. ‘I’ve 
done my best to make things comfortable, but 
I’m afraid you'll find it rather rough.” 

Lord Alceston followed her into the tiny 
apartment, which, small though it was, was 
spotlessly clean and neat. 

“Nothing could be nicer,” he declared. 
“Good night, Mrs. Doore! ’Pon my word,” he 


added to himself, looking round approvingly, 


“that’s a very superior woman.” 


CHAPTER XXII, 


A NIGHT JOURNEY, 
Mrs. Doore doubtless was a very superior 





woman, for it was quite evident that she had 


“*T'master,’ she says, ‘master!’ * Well,’ says | learned one hard lesson for the uneducated to 


I, ‘ wot aboot ‘im?’ ‘ He’s dead,’ she whispered. 

* Dead !’ cried both on us, ‘ Why a war ’ 

night, surely, Dead!’ i ae 
“** Ay, murdered |’ she whispered in an awful 


acquire—to conceal her feelings. Directly the 
latch was securely drawn, the distinguished 
visitor safe in his room, a remarkable change 
took place in her appearance. The unnatural 


calm was gone. She sunk into a low chair op. 
posite her husband, her rigid features working 
with emotion, and her trembling hands 
stretched wildly out. 

‘*Oh, Jim, Jim, what shall [ do?” 

He looked at her a little astonished. As far 
as he was concerned he was inning to feel 
very much more at ease—in fact his momentary 
alarm was fast diminishing away, and bein 
succeeded by a sort of vague elation. After all 
the affair was more likely to turn out to his 
advantage than the reverse. The events of 
the evening passed slowly before him 
while he had been waiting for his wife’s 
reappearance, and on the whole the result 
was satisfactory. He had neither done nor 
said anything that would be likely to give of- 
fence to the young Earl, although a cold shiver 
passed through his frame when he reflected 
how many dangers he had unwittingly a- 
voided. Ina hundred different ways he or his 
wife, or his partner, or one of the little com- 
munity, might have given offence, and though 
he taxed his memory to the uttermost he could 
not remember a single word which any of them 
had spoken which had been better left un- 
spoken. They had rescued the — lord from 
what was undoubtedly a most dangerous situa- 
tion, and they had treated him all the time 
with the sturdy north country hospitality 
which was one of their chief characteristics. 
When his wife had joined him he had: been 
quite prepared for some mutual congratula- 
tions ; and now she had come out white as a 
ghost, and trembling in every limb. Jim 
scratched his head in wonderment. 

‘* What be amiss, lass?” he inquired. 

She leaned forward and stared at him wildly, 
as though she had not heard his words. Jim 
began to feel thoroughly uncomfortable. 

“There beant nothing wroog lass, surely?” 
he said. 

‘* Let me be a few minutes, Jim,” she moaned, 
“Oh, what shall I do? What shallI do?” 

He lit a pipe as the — possibie consolation 
which lay in his power. It was the best thing 
he could have done. Presently she rose, and 
walked softly up and down the room, her hus- 
band following her movements with his eyes, 
but maintainiug an unbroken silence, 

** Jim,” she said, suddenly, stopping in front 
of him, ‘‘ I’ve been a good wife to you.” 

He looked up at her, and was startled at the 
change in her face. Usually a healthy-looking 
woman, the ruddy brown with which sea air 
and sun had tanned her cheeks had fled alto- 
gether, leaving them ghastly pale, and her 
dark eyes were literally blazing with some ex- 
citement. 

He nodded slowly. 
nowt to say agen that.” 

“Then ask me no questions to-night. Re- 
ward me by trusting me now. I must go out 
—and alone!” 

**Go ’oot—aloan !” 

“ Yes, Jim; up to the Castle!” 


‘““A "hast, lass; I’ve 


He held up his fingers. ‘“ Listen to t’wind,” 
he said ; “the storm has nae blown outself out 
yet.” 


‘“*Storm or no storm, I must go,” she cried, 
passionately. ‘I must see mother,” 

The thing suddenly became clear to him. 
His wife evidently feared that in some way 
her mother had disobeyed, or was disobeying, 
orders up at the Castle, and wished to warn 
her of her master’s forthcoming visit. ‘‘ Had 
it anything to do with the mysterious light in 
the south tower,” he wondered. 

‘*Let oi take a message,” he said. 
noight for a to go.” 

‘*T must be my own messenger,” she cried. 
- On, Jim, for God’s sake, let me go! Let me 
go! 

She had sunk on her knees before him, and 
was clasping his knees, Jim thought n» more 
of Se his marital authority. 

* A’ shall go, lass. A’ shall go,” he cried. 
“Dry thy ’een! A’ shall go! Coom, and a’ll 
get ’ee the lantern.” 

She rose to her feet with a sigh of relief, ani 
fetched her hat and cloak. Her husband open- 
ed the door aad handed her the lantern. He 
did not feel quite at his ease about this mic- 
night expedition. 

“Let a coom wi yes, lass, to t’zate. A’ll 
cuum "0 fearther. I doan’t like thee going 
aloan.” Sid aia 

‘**Not a step, Jim,” she cried. ‘I'll not be 
long.” 

She vanished into the darkness, and Jim, 
after keeping the door open for a minute or 
two, and gazing after her undecidedly, stepped 
back into the room, shaking her hen, 

‘**T doan’t like it,” he muttered, taking down 
his pipe, ‘* but she mun ha’e her way. She be 
@ woman, and she mun ha’e her way,” 

Which showed that Jim, rustic though he 
was, had some clatms towards being considered 
a village philosopher, 


(To be Continued.) 


“It’s no 





When the Energies Flag. 
USE HORSFORD’S ACID PHOSPHATE. 

Dr. T. C. Smith, Charlotte, N.C., says: “It is 
an invaluable nerve tonic, a delightful bever- 
age, and one of the best restorers when the 
energies flag and the spirits droop.” 








The Only Way. 





Mr. Littleman—Maria, a wife ought to look 
ngs bes pewtend. 
rs, Littleman— Well, j 
atte jump up on a chair 


Asserting His Powers. 

“That's exactly what I came her 
evening, Miss Mildred.” ee oe 

The young man laid aside his hat, cane and 
gloves. 

‘“*That’s exactly what I came for,” he re- 
peated, possessing himself of her hand. “I 
want you for my wife.” 

“You might have saved yourself the trouble, 
Mr. Fairbail,” exclaimed the girl, taking her 
hand away. “I shall never marry you,” 

* Another word of back talk like that,” said 
the young baseball umpire, quietly but firmly 

assing bis arm about her waist and pulling 
er head down on his shoulder, “ will cost you 
twenty-five dollars.”—Chicago Tribune, 








Over-Activity. 


Full exercise of the brain is favorable to 
health and longevity, and prolonged brain 
work is not necessarily injurious when un- 
attended by hurry, anxiety or excitement. 
Where the nerve-force is limited, the effect of 
over-activity is dangerous, but in the young 
and strong it is not injurious, There are cer- 
tain occupations which are very wearing, such 
as bank-tellers and locomotive engineers. Then 
the speculator often becomes a wreck through 
the tension on his nerves; also the politician. 


Take a bookkeeper using one part of the brain 


day after day, dealing with nothing but 


“WORTH A GUINEA A BOX” 


MEN, WOMEN 


remedial by FEMALE SUFFERERS, 


KNOWN AND SOLD ALL OVER THE WORLD 


Patent Medicine in the World. 


& SONS, Limited, Montreal, Sole Agent 





BEECHAM'S PILLS. 


THIS WONDERFUL MEDICINE FOR ALL 


Bilious and Nervous Disorders 


ARE SUBJECT 


is the most marvelous Antidote yet discovered. 
WEAK STOMACH, SICK HEADACHE, IMPAIRED DIGESTION, CONSTI- 
PATION, DISORDERED LIVER, etc., and is found especially efficacious and 


Long pre-eminent for their health-restoring and life-giving properties, 
BEECHAM’S PILLS have an unprecedented demand and the Largest Sale of any 














TO WHICH 


AND CHILDREN 


It is the premier Specific for 


Prepared only by THOS. BEECHAM, St. Helens, Lancashire, Eng. EVANS 


for the Dominion of Canada. 





THE GREAT ENGLISH REMEDY 





less, and, after a while, incapable of work. 
Give him a vacation or trip to the mountains, 
and he quickly recovers; in fact, the other 
brain-cells are called into use. American busi- 
row older, do not reduce 
the nervous expenditure to correspond with 
its natural decline. Business and domestic 
troubles wear upon the nerves. Cramming in 
schools is very bad in its results, The brain of 
the child suffering from over study robs the 
blood of elements provided for the growth of 
the body. Asaresult the child is stunted, al- 
—— the parents may have been fine ani- 
mals, 


ness men, as they 





Capilline is the cleanest and at the same 
time the most efficacious Hair Restorer. Sold 


by all druggists. 





Hamlet Up To Date. 





some 


The Prince of Denmark—Digging a grave, eh? 
Do people die often in this village? 

lst Grave Digger—No, boss, dey nebber dies 
but once. 





A Father’s Words. 


There was one very uncomfortable man in a 
big up-town flat last evening, and the mother 
was not entirely accountable for it. 

It seems that with the natural carelessness 
of many parents he had been in the habit of 
ignoring a little four-year-old daughter when 
he allowed little asides to escape. 

Yesterday a prominent divine called on the 
family, and during a lull in the conversation 
the little one strolled into the room, and push- 
ing back a big fluffy bang languidly remarked : 

‘| guess this is what papa means when he 
says, ‘ hot as Methodist Hades.,’” 

he father was not at home at the time, but 
there was a coolness in the family at a Jate 
hour last night that will need a $60 bonnet to 
thaw our.—N.Y. Commercial Advertiser. 








We Will Tell You How to Save a Few Dol- 
lars Travelling to New York 


You have a beautiful sail across the lake b 
the staunch steamer Empress of India, whic 
leaves Geddes’ wharf at 3.40 p.m. daily except 
Sundays, connecting with the Erie Railway 
solid train from Port Dalnousie, costing only 
o ; Toronto to New York, round trip, $18.20, 

ou can also leave via Grand Trunk at 
1,10 p.m., 4.55 p.m. and 11 p.m. On the 4.55 p.m. 
train the Erie run a handsome vestibule Pull- 
man sleeper, Toronto to New York. Dining 
cars attached to all trains for meals. For 
tickets and full information apply to agents 
Empress of India and Grand Trunk. S. J. 


Sharp, 19 Wellington street East, Toronto. 





figures year after year; he becomes tired, list- 


FREE! 


Two days 
remaining within 
which you 
can buy 
the regular 
66c. and 85c. 
Tapestry and 
$1 Brussels 
Carpets 
and get 
the making 
and laying % 
for nothing. 
Of course 
ou'll not 

et the 
opportunity pass 

In selling 
everything for the 
home, we give 
just such values. 
Credit at lowest 
cash prices. 


THE C. F. ADAMS’ 
HOME FURNISHING HOUSE 


177 to 179 Yonge 8t., through to 6 Queen 8t. East 
Tel. 2233 C. S. CORYELL, Mar. 


NINE O’CLOCK OIL 


Is a pronounced success in the treatment of even the moet 
severe attacks of throat and lung troubles. 


25 CENTS PER BOTTLE 
FOR SALE BY ALL DRUGGISTS 


CENTRE ISLAND 


Hereward Spencer & Co., Tea Merchants 
634 King Street West, Toronto, Ont. 


PURE INDIAN AND CEYLON TEAS 


40c., 50c., 600., per Ib. 
JAMOMA OCOFFEE 40c. PER LB. 


Telephone 1807 


THESE TEAS 


Can now be obtained at 


J. GRAY’S 


The Hygienic Dairy Centre Island 


Miraculous Water 


WILL DO IT 


WHAT ? 


Keep the Complexion Soft 
and White 











FOR SALE BY ALL DRUGGISTS 


—_ “9 zo r siauliel. TOR 


DUNN'S FRUIT SALINE 


THE sae REMEDY “ye eee som 
FOR BILIOUSN 
SEA SICKNESS, ETC. ’ oa 


W. G. DUNN & CO., London, England, and Hamilton, Canada, PRICE 50c, PER BOTTLE, 
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Christopher and the Fairy. 


Centerpole Tom 
thing about all the 


ikely he did know a 
Pomel capacity, he h 


man, he had never been detec 


when it was announced, with a great sh 


large type, that ** Christopher and the Fairy” 
had just landed at San Francisco from an 
Australian steamer, under contract for the re- 
mainder of the season, there was much excite- 
ment and curiosity among the people of the 
circus, and Centerpole Tom was at once ex- 


ploited for knowledge concerning them. 
‘“‘Hain’t you ever 
the Fairy?” he asked, pitying 


git vneels, an’ the way she kin do the flyin 


eze is something 'stonishing. No, I hain’t 

over seen her, butt know all about her. A 
fellow worked for me last season that seen her 
at Melbourne, and he teld me a whole string of 
stuff about her. Every man-jack under the 
canvas went dead gone on her, but she never 
took no notice of any of ’em, and didn’t seem 
to care for nobody’s eye f but the women’s 
and that ornery, measly ol a en 

‘‘ Js Christopher her husbun?” asked a long- 

ed young groom, 
le o I thundered Tom, with so great vehem- 
ence that the young man quailed, and dared 
not ask any more questions, 

“Brother?” inquired one of the ring 
«ft supers.” 

‘*No!” yelled the veteran master of the cen- 
terpole hoist; ‘“‘he ain’t her husbun, nor her 
brother, nor her uncie, nor her grandfather, 
nor her cousin.” 

The head hostler, as much a veteran as Cen- 
terpole Tom, and more modest and less theatri. 
cal than he, quietly said : 

**No use making a fool of yourself and put- 
ting on airs before these here boys. I don’t 
know who Christopher is, an’ I ain’t ashamed 
to say so. Now, whois Christopher?” 

This was the supreme moment for which 
Centerpole Tom had waited. He squared him- 
self around, and, a steadily at the head 
hostler, said impressively and with the utmost 
deliberation : Se 

‘** Christopher is an elephant. 

It was a small speech, but it was some time 
after this before the two men became good 
friends again. 

There was a commotion all through the 
small army of circus Pe when Christopher 
and the Fairy arrived. They lid not come to 
the tents for twoor three days after landing, 
as it was rumoured that Christopher had been 
seasick on the voyage across the Pacific and 
needed a little rest. When they did appear, 
however, they were cordially welcomed. The 
women of the circus found the Fairy (who, in 
private life, was known as Miss Camilla 
Armijo) to be a delightful girl, more substan- 
tial that a genuine fairy, to be sure, but hardly 
more so ; for, although she was full-grown, she 
was so small and fragile that her professional 
name sat well upon her. There was a light 
touch of sadness in all her conduct, and Centre- 
pole Tom explained this by ——— she had 
recently lost both her parente. ow he dis- 
covered this nobody could ever learn. But it 
was clear at least, that she was a very sweet 
and gentle little body, very young, and with no 
friend in San Francisco except old Christopher. 

I say ‘told Christopher” because it is im- 
possible to associate anything but great age 
with his enormous proportions and overwhelm- 
ing dignity. He was an East Indian elephant, 
of prodigious size. A more solemn and self- 
satisfied elephant it would have been impos- 
sible to find, 

After the Fairy had been introduced to the 
people with whom she was to be associated 
the remainder of the season, and had chatted 
and quietly laughed with them a little, she 
turned to the menagerie man and said : 

‘*Now we will show Christopher his quar- 
ters.” And, by the dignified flapping of his 
great ears, Christopher seemed to add: * Yes; 
we are prepared now to see what you can do 
for old Christopher.” 

In fact, while they were about it, and all 
feeling a certain interest in the little stranger 
and her big companion, the whole company— 
the two clowns, the man who turned the double 
back-somersaults, the strong man, the woman 
who wore a yellow wig when she rode bare- 
back, the two men who did the great act on the 
horizontal bar, and some others, including 
Centerpole Tom and the surly head-man of the 
hostlers—went to show how Christopher was 
going to be disposed of. That was a simple 
atfair: the great pachyderm was conducted to 
his allotted place in the menagerie tent, where 
an iron pin was driven into the ground and a 
chain, which was riveted to it, was locked 
around one of his legs. The pin and the chain 
were part of his belongings, and he was accus- 
tomed to be chained up thus and made no ob- 
jection. Evidently he suffered no loss of dig- 
by this operation, for he appeared to say to 
himself: ** This is perfectly proper, Iam sure ; 
for it is the rule of all circuses to keep the ani- 
mals in some sort of confinement, and, al- 
though it accomplishes no useful purpose in 
my case, I believe in discipline and cheerfully 
submit to the rules,” 

It was very pretty to see how solicitous was 
the Fairy of her immense charge, She saw 
that he had a sufficient allowance of fresh, 
sweet hay, and, from a bag which she carried, 
she fed him some dainties which she had for 
that purpose and which he took in his lithe 
trunk with manifest tokens of gratitude. She 
patted his great jaws and said kinds things to 
him, and he took it all as a matter of course, 
seeming to say, “I see nothing at all strange 
in the affection and solicitude which this 
beautiful little Fairy lavishes upon me ; foram 
I not a very large and majestic elephant, and 
does she not know that I love her better than 
does any one else in all the world?” And it 
was pretty to see how gently she bade him 
good-bye until the evening performance, which 
would begin in two hours from that time. 

There was a far greater crowd than usual at 
the performance that evening, for the flaming 
public announcements of Christopher and the 
Fairy had borne profitable fruit. Not only 
were the seats packed all the way up to the 
eaves, but rows of extra seats had been pro- 
vided on the level ground facing the ring. 
Several acts were done before the manager an- 
nounced the new performers, which he did in 
the following graceful manner : 

**Ladies and gentlemen,—I now have the 
pleasure to introduce to you the most cele- 
brated performers of her majesty’s Australian 
colonies—Christopher and the Fairy. You will 
see for yourselves that Christopher is the 
largest and most powerful elephant in cap- 
tivity, and that the Fairy justly deserves her 
reputation for being the most graceful and 
daring flying trapeze performer in the world. 
The performances of these two renowned in- 
dividuals will consist in upd acts in which 
they both take part, followed by the flying 
trapeze act done by the Fairy alone, Christopher 
meanwhile standing below and ag on, at 
the same time giving signals to the Fairy and 
otherwise encouraging her in her daring and 
perilous performance high in the air.” 

When he had finished, the elephant came 
slowly walking out, and thereupon rose a 
mighty shout of applause and a great clappin 
of hands, Sitting on the massive shoulders o 
the enormous brute was the Fairy, glittering 
with spangles. She was so small, and fragile, 
and dainty, and Christopher was so over- 
whelming and majestic and stern, that the 
Strange picture caught the audience with 
sweeping force and the applause became deaf- 
ening. Christopher enlent marched into the 
ring and pr ed immediately around it, the 
Fairy meanwhile id him with hand- 
Pressure on one side of his neck or the other, 
while with the other hand she threw kisses at 
the audience, Her bare, dimpled arms and 
smi dimpled cheeks, her rosy mouth, her 
large eyes, curling k hair in 
which diamonds shone, won every heart for 


rofessed to know every- 
. cationsianed people of ™ 
‘“ n” in all parts o ristendom, an 
profesele Pe eat deal; for, in his 
served many of them 
in divers countries, and, though a boastful 
in an inabi- 
lity to give trustworthy information. So, 
ow of 


eard of Christopher and 
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her in that immense crowd; for so much 
sweetness and grace and daintiness they had 
never seen all at once in a circus-ring before. 

The circuit of the ring completed, the ele- 
phant stopped and listened gravely to the 
sorry jokes of the clown, He had heard them 
before and was not tec be amused. The Fairy 
bounded to her feet on the great animal's back, 
and there found room for some entertaining 
tricks of lity. Then she gave him a tap 
with her s _— little foot, and, in response, 
he brought his long trunk around, caught her 
by the waist and set her gently on the ground. 

his made the audience — until the Fairy 
was almost deaf. Other things, some old and 
some new, were done by the two, such as his 
walking over her, stepping ever so carefully, 
as she lay on the ground; recovering her 
handkerchief from che clown, who had stolen 
it and hidden it in his blouse; throwing her 
high in the air and steeping forward in time 
to have her alight nimbly on his back; and 
things like that. Then came her act on the 
flying trapeze. 

To prepare for this the clown fetched her a 
flag, which she gave to Christopher to hold in 

his trunk, Then the clown threw a tape over 
@ trapeze hung high in the air, and, with a 
few parting caresses and whispered words to 
Christopher, she sprang to the tape and climbed 
it like asquirrel. She sat a moment on the 
trapeze-bar and then glanced down at Chris- 
topher, who, sitting back on his haunches the 
better to look so high, was gravely watching 
her. The band had stopped playing. A clear, 
musical voice from above, dropping like pearls 
on the people below, called out : 

** How was that, Christopher?” 

The elephant waved the flag and gravely 
nodded his approval 

Then came the real work of the act—all sorts 
of agiie turnings and graceful leaps from the 
main bar to one hung higher still; and after 
every one of these feats, each more daring than 
its predecessor, she would call down in her 
musical, pearly voice: 

‘** Was that all right, Christopher?” 

And Christopher would wave the flag and 
solemnly nod his approval, as much as to say : 
““Of course it was all right ; but we expect 
that from you, little Fairy!” 

Finally came her greatest feat—it was to 
leap clear across the ring from one trapeze to 
another. She rested awhile before undertak- 
ing it, and Christopher, knowing what was 
coming, braced himself, all his massive mus- 
cles going on a tension, as though trying to 
give her strength and alertness for the danger- 
ous task. The band played a spirited air while 
the girl sat still on the bar; then the music 
ceased, and a deep hush tell on the audience. 
The fairy caught the bar in her hands and 
swung underneath it, and her clear voice rang 
out again: 

** Keep a sharp eye, old Christopher!” 

The elephant nodded and waved his flag, but 
with less stateliness than before. The Fairy 
began to swing backward and forward in the 
direction of the distant trapeze, which she was 
to catch after her flight through the air. 
Further and further did she swing, higher and 
higher, back and forth, her glittering spangles 
looking like a shower of meteors. A ringing 
voice cried out : 

‘*Now we go, Christophei!" and she loosed 
her hold and went flying away across the tent, 
higher and higher, to the apex of a graceful 
parabolic curve, then down toward the trapeze, 
still so far away, while the people held their 
breath, and many closed their eyes. Down 
sailed the small and graceful figure, coming 
quickly closer to the goal; two eager 
hands were outstretched to seize the bar; 
one hand touched it and clutched it desperate- 
ly, but the other missed its aim. The moment- 
um sent her flying far beyond, but she still held 
the bar with one hand, and the rope which 
held it creaked as the strain came upon them. 
A hold with one hand was not enough, and the 
Fairy had not the time to bring the other 
to bear when the bar found the end of its 
tether. The small hand slipped and the girl 
went flying towards the ground. A suppressed 
cry of horror rose from the audience as the 
frail, little body struck the ground at the 
entrance to the waiting-room, falling with a 
heavy, cruel sound that went into every heart 
in that vast assemblage and that made the 
strongest men shudder and groan and cover 
their faces, 

She fell near the feet of Centerpole 
Tom, who was standing behind the musi- 
cians, and he was the first to approach her. 
He straightened the body and looked in the 
blanched face and wide staring eyes, and 
silently prayed for even a moan from the 
silent, white lips. The audience rose in an up- 
roar, and thousands peneees forward to see the 
poor, limp body on the ground. But instantly 
there was a commotion from another cause: 
Christopher had seen the catastrophe, and he 
claimed the first right of way and the privileges 
ofafriend. He came toward the packed mass 
of humanity with a roar that sent terror 
abroad, hundreds flying from his path. Others 
could not escape so easily, and of these, some 
he flung right and left with his trunk, and 
others were packed closer on either side by the 
interposition of his enormous bulk, Soon he 
reached the side of the Fairy, lying so white 
and still, and he dropped to his knees beside 
her and groaned and caressed her with his 
trunk. 

Gentle hands were trying to find some life in 
the frail, crushed body when he came, but all 
fell back upon his terrible approach—all except 
Centerpole Tom, who feared not even the wrath 
of the giant Christopher. The elephant accept- 
ed his presence, seeing kindness init. Center- 
pole's heart beat violently as he saw a faint 
movement of the chest, and he nearly choked 
with joy when he beheld the lips move and the 
eyes close and then open again. Some one 
brought water, with which he sprinkled her 
face. This did much good, for she gasped and 
then sighed. a, os 

** She is coming to!” cried Centerpole Tom. 

And surely she was ; for, with returning life, 
came evidence of suffering, and deep lines of 
pain formed about her mouth and eyes. 
Christopher noticed it, for he fanned her more 
vigorously with his great ears. Consciousness 
caine slowly back ; and, when it had returned, 
the first thing the Fairy saw was her old friend 
Christopher kneeling beside her. 

**Poor, old Christopher!” she said, very 
faintly ; and then, with great difficulty, she 
raised her hand and gently caressed his rough 
old face. ‘Poor Christopher! It will break 

our old heart toseemedie, . . . You have 
oat me, Christopher. . . But they'll be 
good to you.” Tears trickled down her cheeks, 
the hard lines deepened, the poor face became 
more pinched and drawn, the beautiful eyes 
wandered vacantly and then closed, and the 
Fairy passed into unconsciousness again. 

A physician now came and knelt baside her, 
and, after he had exclaimed her as well as he 
could, he said : 

*She is desperately hurt, but she is young 
and is still alive. You must take her at once 
to a house, where I may care for her properly.” 

They gently picked her up and, as they did 
so, @ moan escaped her. T ls roused the ele- 

hant, already dazed by what had happened. 
He began clumsily rising to his feet, watching 
them as they bore her away, and was evidently 
determined to follow. Seeing this, Centerpole 
Tom, who held the light body in his arms 
hurried away, and almost ran toa small hotel 
not far distant. He took the Fairy within and 
laid her on a bed wien, they showed him in a 
rear room on the ground floor. 

But Christopher had not lost sight of him in 
spite of the crowd; and those without, seeing 

hristopher’s intention of keeping close to his 
friend, and knowing it was impossible, sought 
tostay him, They shouted to him and tried 
to drive him back, but he noticed them not at 
all, They threw boxes and chairs in his way, 
but he tossed them aside. A carriage, which 
stood in his way, was crushed. Christopher 
seerned to think that, as his frienc was amon 
she was am enemies and need 


strangers, 
his tection, He would not give her up. 
The « situation was desperate. Men counseled 


shooting him, but how coulda platel-bulies find 


@ vital spot in his enormous body ? pate 
ition he 
had encountered and further tormenting might 
—— lead to dire results, Before anything 
could be before pay plan could be 
r ouse, The door 
was closed and locked before him and furniture 
was piled behind it; but, with his massive 
inst it, and 


he was already maddened by the oppos 


done, 
matured, he had reached the 


head lowered, he went straight 


everything was crushed before his advance. 


Once in the house, he stopped and listened for 


the sound of her voice. e heard faint moans, 
and mistook the direction whence they came, 
for he started straight for the wide staircase 
leading to the upper floor. Up the stairs he 
began a laborious ascent, the helpless crowd 
standing in motionless dismay. Up he toiled, 
roaring terribly at intervals. The wooden 
stairs creaked and groaned under his tremen- 
dous weight. The plastering near them began 
to fall, timbers were sprung and wrenched 
from their fastenings, and the whole house 
quivered, 

The catastrophe came at last. Just before 
Christopher reached the top, the whole stair- 
case came down with a frightful crash, and the 
gigantic animat fell headlong to the floor which 

e crushed and splintered. A mighty groan 
escaped him for the fall had done him desperate 
hurt. He struggled and floundered in the 
mass of wrecked timbers, and finally, after a 
supreme attempt, he staggered to his feet, 
With a stupendous effort he steadied himself 
on his tottering legs, and, dazed and shattered, 
began anew his search for the Fairy. But he 
did not have to go further; Centerpole Tom, 
followed by the physician, came forward, bear- 
ing a small, dainty burden in his arms, which 
he laid gently on a table close to Christopher ; 
and the tears which trickled down Centerpole’s 
grizzly beard told anew the old, old story, as 
old as human suffering and a 

“It will quiet him,” explained Centerpole 
Tom to the people who had ventured near, 
‘*and nothing can hurt her now.” 

Christopher eagerly regarded his companion, 
lying so white and quiet and beautiful, and 
then he caressed her cold face and hands. Per- 
haps he understood that it was all over with 
her, and that with her had gone all that the 
world held of brightness for him ; and besides 
that his fall had grievously hurt him. He 
— at her and his head sank lower and 
ower. The fury had all left him, and, crushed 
both in spirit and body, he stood a towering, 
tottering wreck. Not a sound escaped him, 
His great body heaved painfully with his slow 
breathing, and he swayed from side to side. A 
little later he sank to his knees, and then he 
lay down, and with a groan he died, 


On the western slope of Laurel Hill Ceme- 
tery, facing the grand Pacific and the glories 
of the setting sun, and standing watch over 
the Golden Gate, through which the great 
white ships sail to the kingdom far over the 
seas, stands a granite monument, marking a 
very large grave and a small one; and it bears 
only this simple line: 

‘*CHRISTOPHER AND THE Farry,” 





Reason and science admit that the irristible 
craving for liquor, which causes a man to 
drink to excess, and makes him an habitual 
drunkard, is a periodical disease. The Father 
Matthew Remedy is the only specific that can 
cure such a disease, 


—_—— —_ + e--- 


A Mystery Solved. 





Uncle Josh—I'd atook my oathI seed sum- 
buddy in these mellons. 





Little Sammy—Cum erlong fout, Mose, he’s 


done gone. 
i emandaaanite 


An Interview With Queen Victoria. 


Beaten again! I couldn’t get an interview 
out of her,” remarked a reporter at the London 
bureau of the Whirald to his chief, as he 
entered the voice. 

‘* What excuse did she give?” 

**No excuse at all. Her secretary simply di- 
rected the footman to show me to the door. 

“What!” exclaimed the chief, becoming 
angry, * does the minion of a woman treat the 
representative of the great New York Whirald 
in that way simply because she is queen?” 

“That's about the siz of it!” replied the 
reporter. 

**Oh, well; we must have the interview any- 
how. The enterprise of the great Whirald 
must be sufficient to circumvent the rudeness 
of an ordinary empress ; go ahead and write it 
out of your head.” 

And the reporter sat down and wrote as fol- 
lows: 

A reporter from the Whirald called upon 
Her Gracious Majesty, and begged the favor of 
an interview regarding the rumor that the 
Queen was writing a novel. 

Sending up his card by the footman he had 
to wait less than a single minute, when a sum- 
mons to proceed to the drawing-room was re- 
ceived, : 

“Tam very glad to see you,” was Her Ma. 
jesty’s greeting as she entered, and she ex- 
tended her hand in a friendly manner. “I 
read the Whirald every day and I am charmed 
with it. It is so different from our London 

‘papers, you know. Now tell me what it is you 
seek information about.” : 

“The Whirald would like to know, ma’am, 
if the report is true that you are at work on a 
novel; and, if so, if you would permit the 

Whirald to publish the first fifty chapters in 
its Sunday edition.” 

**No; Iam not writing a novel. IfI were, I 
should certainly let the Whira/d print it in that 
way. Indeed, so greatly do I appreciate the 
offer, that I have a great mind to write one, 
just to have the Whirald print it. eae 

“The Whirald would be delighted, ma'am. 

“So should I, Well, I'll think about it, and 
if I conclude to write a novel, I'll consult with 
the Whirald people about the plot and so 
forth.” 

“ Thanks,’ said the reported, rising to leave. 
‘*We would print it top of column next to 
reading matter.” 

* Don't be iu a hurry!” objected the Queen. 
** Let me see if I can’t think up a little news 
for the Whirald as a beat on the other papers. 
Oh, yes; 1 am going to bounce Salisbury week 




































after next and send for Gladstone. 
in home rule, I do, and have practiced it all 


ainst Russia. I am also going to offer to sell 

anada to the United States, to raise some pin 
money.” 

** How much do you want for Canada?” 

‘Oh, about a hundred million pounds.” 

**T’ll take it myself |” 

“You!” 

“Yes; of course you understand I am buy- 
ing it for Mr. Bennitzer. He would like the 
patch as a country seat, you know.” 

“Very well; you can have it. We'll fix up 
the papers to-morrow. Now, I believe that is 
all the news I can think of; and I really must 
go back to afternoon tea. You'll be sure to 
send me a dozen copies of the edition reporting 
this interview to send to my friends?” 

* Yes, certainly.” 

“ Then food day?” 

“Ta tal” 

And the interview closed.—Munsey’'s. 

i eel 


A Vice Versa. 


, we Mary, are not these flowers beauti- 
u 

*’Deed and they are, Miss! Many a time 
have I seen jist like em in bunnits! Ain’t it 
wonderful how nat’ral the Lord can make 


things!” 
———_.9- = 
Aiter the Yachting Accident, 


Bloomenheimer—Mein vrent? 

The diver— Well ? 

Bloomenheimer—Ohf you sees a leedle feller 
mit a plue-striped jersey mit a silk collar on 
it down dere, pring him oop firsd. Dem goods 
shrinks awful. 





Uncertainty. 
Smith—I so much like that sentiment: ‘‘Our 
life is rounded with a sleep.” 
Jackson (sighing)—I'd like to be sure that it 
will be squared with the awakening, 









** How does that strike you?” 
“As if it broke out of jail, and took the 
whole gate with it.” 





Misses E. & H. Johnston, 122 King street 
west, beg to announce that they have just 
opened up a choice selection of ‘‘ mousseline 
chiffon” challys and various other summer 

s. Latest novelties in Parisian millinery 
and trimmings. 





A Freak of Fate, by the Earl of Desart; St. 
Katharine by the Tower, by Walter Besant; 
The World, the Flesh and the Devil, by Miss 
Braddon ; In the Heart of the Storm, by the 
author of The Silence of Dean Maitland, are 
among the late issues in the popular Red Let- 
ter Series, and can be had at all bookstores. 





A Bright Boy. 

The gopher only remains a few seconds in his 
hole, when he feels an irresistable desire to 
come out again and look about him. 

Taking advantage of this habit of theirs, a 
little boy eight years old, who was lost for ten 
days in the prairies of Assiniboia, 150 miles 
north of the Canadian Pacific railroad, in 1886, 
was able to save his life. 

The boy wore lace boots with leather laces, 
and used to spread a noose made with a _ boot- 
lace over a hole where he had seen s gopher go 
in; then he would lie down and wait for him 
to come out again. When the gopher, accord- 
ing to his wont, put his head out to the world 


I believe 


my life. Then Iam also going to declare war 


” 
2% 





well in this 
im.— Black- 


holes about, the boy got along ve 
way until a search party roscued 
wood's Magazine. 


Damaging Evidenes Against the 











The “ripper” which troubles many woman 
is Poor Soap. It rots away their clothes and 
injures their hands; yet some people will buy 
it because it appears to be cheap. False 
economy! Poor Soap is dear at any price. In 
**Sunlight” Soap you have an article that 
cannot injure eitLer clothes or skin, no matter 
how fine or delicate. Try it. Beware of imi- 
tations. 


(an \ou Believe It? 


We know it is hard to believe, and yet it is 
true, that every day persons who ask for 
CarTeR’s LittLe Liver Pitts, have handed 
on to them something which looks like 





C-A-R-T-E-R.’-S, and yet is not. 
| They are put up in a RED wrapper, and they 


| closely imitate “C-A-R-T-E-R-’-S” in general , 


appearance. But it is a fraud!!! 


The unsuspecting purchaser who wants 
CaRTER’s LITTLE LIVER PILLs because he 
knows their merit, and is sure of their virtues, 
goes home with a fraud and imitation in his 
pocket, 


HEED THE WARNING. 


Don’t be deceived and do not be imposed 
upon with an imitation of what you want. 
You want CARTER’s LITTLE LIVER PILLs, be- 
cause you know their value and their merit. 
THEY NEVER FAIL, 

When you go to buy a bottle of CarTER’s 
LITTLE LIVER PILts, ask for ‘‘C-A-R-T-E-R’S,” 
be sure you get ‘“‘C-A-R-T-E-R-’-S,” and take 
nothing but the genuine CarTER’s LITTLE 
LIVER PILLs, 


A POSITIVE CURE FOR 
SICK HEADACHE 


Small Pill Small Dose Small Price 





HAVE YOU TENDER FEET? 


IF YOU HAVE 


Flett’s Foot Powders 


WILL CURE THEM 


the little boy pulled the string, caught him by} FLETT’S DRUG STORE 


the neck, and ate him. 
As there was plenty of rain water in the 


| 482 Queen Street West, Toronto 
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ASK 


O. O. R 


The most popular regiment 


SCOURINE 


most popular soap 


For cleaning a~d polishing military accoutrements, 
band instruments and everything pertaining 


to a soldier. 


MAKES HOUSEWORK EASY 


The ladies all know it. 


Use it and have your 
servants use it. 


YOUR GROCER 








RUGS RUGS RUGS 


TRAVELLING 


DRIVING 


BOATING 


Prices from $3.00 to $30.00 


The largest assortment int 


he city. All new goods and 


the best value 





H. E. CLARKE & CO. 


105 King Street West 
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Placed in the hands of Mr, J, W. Herbert—an 
established favorite here, who is facile preceps, 
both as singer and comedian—and of Mr. N. S. 
Burnham. Mr. Herbert as the old chap who is 
a sort of German magisterial Vicar of Bray 
keeps up his well-earned reputation. Mr. 
Burnham as the village Pooh-Bah was especi- 
ally happy in his perversions of well-known 
proverbs. Miss Lily Post, who made her 
first visit to Toronto this week, proved a 
highly acceptable singer and actress and 
was one of the bulwarks of the opera. 
She is a hearty, sonsie-looking lady and 
sings very well. Miss Maud Hollins, a pretty 
young English girl, sings very neatly and 
promises to become a capable actress, Mr. 
George Lyding sang the title role. He is a 
very handsome young man, with a very good 
tenor voice, a good actorand a very respectable 
singer. Thechorusis fresh and nice-looking, 
and all have full, strong voices, which would 
show to better advantage if better choral 
discipline were enforced. Still I am 
free to say that I thoroughly enjoyed 
the first two acts of the Black Hussar, 
coming as it did after a summer's rest. If 
Amorita and the other operas put on by this 
company I may have a few words to say next 
week, 


people were passed on to outsiders by a com- 
mittee of residents who were led by a master 
mind, so it is said, to this conclusion. 
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Tae Toronto Saturpay NicHT 

































Be that as it may, I do not wish to be under- 
stood as depreciating the artistic efforts of our 
brethren from across the line. Far from it, 
indeed. Mr. John Lund of Buffalo, who was 
the festival conductor, is a very capable man 
and a good orchestral conductor, and I believe 
it was largely with the view to making the 
engagement of his own orchestra a pcossibility 
that he was selected as musical director of the 
Saengerfest. This little orchestra, only thirty- 
five strong, is so good that I have no memory of 
one of equal size that surpasses it in excellence. 
The members show a beautifully clear tone and 
most accurate intonation, while the effects of 
shading and phrasing left nothing to be wished 
for. The solo passages incidential to the Merry 
Wives of Windsor and Rosamunde overtures 
were beautifully played in all instances. It 
was in the lovely, sensuous prelude for strings 
from Massenet’s Eve, that the orchestra 
showed atits best, this number being most 
exquisitely rendered. Mr. Lund, himeelf, is a 
very handsome man with a face expressive 
of great geniality of spirit, and no doubt this 
personal magnetism. finds its way to the or- 
chestra at rehearsals. His manner of conduct- 
ing at concerts is rather large and lacks ele- 
gance and repose, but he secures the results he 
wishes, so that, considered from an auricular 
standpoint, he delights us. 
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Our Christmas Number Prize 
Competitions. 


HE fame of 
SATURDAY 
N1GuHT's 
Christmas 
Number is 
too well es- 
tablished to 
require any 
previous 
words of de- 
scription. 
As in the 
past, the 
number 

now in preparation will be Canada’s choicest 

literary and artistic production for the year, 


a 

The leaders of musical society are gradually 
coming back to town. I saw Mr. John Earls, 
president of the Philharmonic Society, on 
Tuesday, looking well and hearty after his trip 
to England. Mr. and Mrs, F. H. Torringtun 
returned on Tuesday, and Mr. W. O, Forsyth 
returns to-day. 


The singing of the massed chorus, composed 
of all the singing societies, was remarkably 
goord, even leaving out of consideration the 
fact that the men had only one combined re- 
hearsal. The tone was very well balanced and 
rich and virile in quality, the second basses 


Mr. E. W. Schuch has been engaged to make 
weekly visits to the Hamilton College of Music, 
where he will open on September 7 with a 








and all the Jeading litterateurs and artists of | and first tenors being particularly good. The | Jarge class in voice culture. © METRONOME. 
the Dominion will be represented in its pages. | attacks were crisp and emphatic, and the 

In accordance with the custom as established | shading throughout was conspicuous by its The Drama. 

last year, SarurDAY Nicut will again en-| fine gradations. The second tenors seemed 


SUBTLE charm 
lurks about the 
first night of the 
season. Last sea- 
son’s blase play- 
goers have had a 
refreshing rest of 


to be the weak section generally throughout 
the societies, for the bad tone quality and in- 
tonation of this section was observabie in the 
separate societies as well as in the massed 
chorus. Provincialisms in pronunciation de- 
tracted to a slight extent from the dignity of 
choruses sung by such a large gathering as 


deavor to discover and encourage amateur 
talent by two prize story competitions. 

For the best short story of not more than 
four thousand words, er less than two thou- 
sand, a first prize of $30 will be given. For 
second best a prize of $20, and for third best a 
prize of $10. The scenes of these stories must 







lights, vulgary madeup. They could have easily 
forgiven the few blemishes that a clean face 
would have revealed, and with that clean face 
the actress would have preserved for them 
nearly all of the fascination that she exerted 
by means of her theatric artificialities, I have 
tried often to talk my friends into this way of 
thinking, but I’ve never had any success, and 
though there are many girls, and old women 
for that matter, whom I am very fond of, most 
of them make me frightfully ashamed of my- 
self and my profession whenever I go out with 
them in the day time. And rouge sooner or 
later coarsens the skjn until a woman who 
uses it grows positively un wholesome to look at. 
But they will use it, and they crayon on the 
eyes, too, and the. consequence is, we actresses 
are often taken for something very much worse 
than we are. Ah, well! I, at least, am free of 
the habit. Of course, I touch a powder puff to 
my nose once in a while just to take the shine 
off, you know. Like this, yousee. A dab on 
this, then a dab on that, and then, just to 
blend it, you bring the puff over the cheeks 
and chin, and there you are,” and the merry 
little actress, with her sound ideas on the vul- 
garity of making up, went her way, her face 
aluminous white and her lips a deep crimson 
from constant biting,” 


“More money is expended in providing 
dramatic amusement for the people of the 
United States than the people pay for it.” 
This assertion that more capital is put into the 
theatrical business than ever gets out again, 
says the New York Sun, was made by a par- 
ticipant in a peculiar meeting of managers 
held privately last week. Some of his com- 
panions looked incredulous, ‘‘ It is absolutely 
true,” he went on, ‘‘and I qualify my state- 
ment only by leaving the variety show branch 
of the business out of the calculation. There’s 
big profit in variety, as we all know. Reckon- 
ing only on legitimate theatricals, in the 
aggregate they don’t pay expenses.” The con- 
ference concerned a proposed means of making 
theatricals pay, and the prime mover was put- 
ting forward an argument in justification of 
the plan, which was nothing else than to 
make alcoholic traffic help support the drama. 
Five managers were present and they were 
harmonious in the belief that the liquor law 

































be Canadian, and all MSS. submitted to the 
editors will become the property of this paper ; 
but those which do not receive a prize will, if 


published, ve paid for at regular rates. 


For the best children’s story, to consist of not 
less than fifteen hundred or more than twenty- 
five hundred words, $20 will be paid, and for 


second best, $10. 


For the best poem, not to consist of more 


than twenty lines, $10 will be given. 


These prizes are not large, and are simply in- 
tended to develop a few more coutributors to 


Canadien literature. 


The publishers do not make themselves re- 
sponsible for any manuscript submitted for 
their inspection, and the following rules must 
be observed: All manuscripts are to be writ- 
ten legibly on one side of a half-sheet of 


foolscap and in ink or by the typewriter. 


A nom de plume should be signed to the 
manuscript, and a sealed envelope containing 


the name and address of the writer and bear- 


ing on the outside the same nom de plume as 


the manuscript, must accompany it. All manu- 
scripts intended for this competition, if not 
marked “‘ Prize Competition,” will be treated 
as regular contributions to our weekly edition. 


In addition to the literary excellence of this 


year’s Christmas Number, it is desired to make 


the illustrations as interesting as possible to 


Canadian readers. To obtain this the publish- 
ers draw attention to a photographic compe- 
tition, hitherto unattempted by a Canadian 
publication. 

For the best photograph of a Canadian winter 
scene, $15 will be given; and for the best 
photograph of a Canadian summer scene $10 
will be paid. Competitors must give the 
locality of the scene and the month in which 
the picture was taken, and follow the same 
rules as to nom de plume, etc., as are detailed 
above. 

Also for the best photograph of a Canadian 
girl or child a prize of $15 will be given, and 
for second best $10 will be paid. The names of 
the persons photographed will not be given and 
the pictures will be reproduced and idealized 
by the best processes that money can procure, 

To rank in any of these competitions every- 
thing must be on hand before October 1, and 
as those stories and poems first received must 
necessarily be most carefully read, competitors 
are advised to send them in as soon as possible. 


Music. 





In last week’s issue of SarrrpAay NicGurT I 
gave utterance to the great satisfaction I had 
felt on attending the first night of the Saenger- 
fest at Hamilton. Certainly, the efforts forth 
that evening were most creditable to the Ham- 
iltonians, and I was all the more pleased to 
find that the performances of the second day 
showed no diminution of excellence. There 
was c~nsiderable expression of disappointment 
that the chief attractions, conductor, orches- 
tra ard vocalists were all from across the 
border and that for instance Mr. Joseph W. 
Baumann had been passed over as con- 
ductor, and that such popular Hamilton 
singers as Mrs. Frank Mackelcan, Mrs. 
George Hamilton, and a lady who was formerly 
a Hamiltonian and who has lost none of her 
popularity there—Mrs. Caldwell—ladies whom 
Hamilton generally would have been proud to 
show, were not engaged to show that Canada 
is not behind in the matter of good vocalists. 
Personally I heard many inquiries, as to why 
Mrs, Caldwell was not on the programme, 
made by visiting singers who had been de- 
lighted with her efforts at the previous Saen- 
gerfest at Waterloo. The absence of Canadian 
vocal talent gave us the appearance of 
being poverty-stricken in that respect and | 
offended every one of our Canadian 
singers who was present, These peo- 
ple came over to have their annual festival 
and did not care where the singers came from 
so long as they were good ones ; the usual rule 
has been to take the singers from the neigh- 
borhood of the city where the Saengerfest was 

to be held. Asit was the Hamiltonians sub- 
scribed liberally and supported the perform. 
ances generously while the honors that might 














position, 


able difficulty, in excellent style, and the large 
chorus gave a beautiful rendering of an old 
Volkslied, In der Ferne. 

* 


Not so satisfactory was the singing of the 


they chose to show off with, and one speedily 


drawn-out harmonies. What was wanted was 
something rollicking and bacchanalian for a 
change, such as was heard at the banquet on 
Wednesday evening. This would have en- 
livened the proceedings very much. The 
best singing was done by the Menner- 
chor. Liedertafel of Rochester and by 
the Orpheus of Buffalo. The latter had a 
decided advantage in ensemble, but the former 
had a splendid lead of first tenors at whom 
point was our old friend Philip Fried. The 
vocalist on Wednesday was Mme. Ida Klein 
(jocosely called, ‘‘I won't accept”), who gave a 
fine rendition of Convien Partir from the 
Daughter of the Regiment. She has a fine 
voice and a good method, and was most 
satisfactory in this number. Here encore 
song, Come Where the Lindens Bloom, sounded 
very much weighed down by summer lassitude 
to those who have heard Mrs, Mackelcan’s 
magnetic rendition of this fine song. In the 
evening she was to have sung Elizabeth’s 
prayer from Tannhzeuser, but the non-arrival 
of the orchestral parts thereunto belong- 
ing necessitated a change, and Mme. 
Klein sang Arditi’s Magnetic Waltz, with 
| Gounod’s Au Printemps as an encore. These 
and her two later songs all suffered 
from a lack of obriskness and from 
indifferent phrasing. Miss Nora Clench did ex- 
cellent work as concertmeisterin of the Buffalo 
orchestra, but evidently suffered from these 
duties and from the heat when she played her 
solos in the evening. Her afternoon essays 
were much better, and she gave a rendition of 
Wieniowski's Airs Russes that was instinct 
with elegance and delicacy. The evening con- 
cert was followed by a very pleasing banquet, 
| some of the concomitants of which certainly 
suggested the pet name of Lagerfest for the 
event. 





The season at the Grand Opera House was 
opened on Monday evening by the Roth Lyric 
Opera Company which played a repertoire dur- 
ing the week. Mr. Sheppard has displayed ex- 
cellent taste in the new decorations he has 
given the vestibule and foyer. These are 
now agreeable and smiling in character, 
and the house itself looks very dainty 
in its elegance of white and gold. The 
opera chosen for the opening was Mil. 
loecker’s Black Hussar, a bright agreeable 
work, so far as we can trust the performance 
we heard on Monday evening to be the original. 
The first two acts have a lot of tuneful music 
in them, with a fine, full orchestration, some 
very clever ensembles and one good finale. 
But oh! thethird act! Fancy one girl singing 
Forever and Forever (I mean the song, not the | 
condition of being) and another one singing 
Dear Heart, followed by an endless singing 
of changes on These Words No Shakespeare 
Wrote! Then in comes a company of 
Hussars who sing a little piece and 
down comes the curtain! This is the third 
act of the Black Hussar shows the utmost 
catholicity of resource on the part of the stage 
manager and musical director in the matter of 
operatic ham-fatting. R 


The plot of the opera is more than usually 


have fallen upon the brows of their towns- | strong, and its comedy element is very happily 


four hundred and fifty voices. A fine effect 
was produced by Moehring’s De Trom- 
peter an der Katzbach, but the palm must be 
awarded to Mr. Lund’s Germanenzug, a 
splendid stirring and musicianly com- 
illustrative of the marching 
to battle of the old Tentons (probably these 
are the gentlemen who are alluded to in the 
old saying which I saw emblazoned on many 
streamers in Hamilton : ‘‘ Die Alten Deutschen, 
eh’ sie quigen, tranken noch Eins,”) This was 
sung with great fire and enthusiasm. The 
combined singing societies from Detroit sang 
Schulz'’s Prinzessin Ilse, a work of consider- 


individual societies. There was a terrible 
monotony about the character of the selections 


became wearied of heavy, dismal, and long 


eye and ear, and 
when the open- 
ing comes around 
again itisgreeted 
by an eagerness 
and expectancy 
that is almost delightful enough to be child- 
like, Everything is fresh painted and shin- 
ing. Manager Sheppard strokes his mustache 
with an even more than usually happy air and 
the old first nighters lean back in the same old 
seats, that seem glad to embrace them once 
more, The old gags even gain a touch of the 
buoyancy of youth for the audience. With the 
opening night, however, the peculiar charm 
goes and the theater-goers settle down to the 
routine. The same familiar scenes and drop? 
curtain, the intonations of the Shakespearian, 
the plaint of the distressed heroine, or the 
jokes of the funny man. 


























































I quote the following from an article by 
Alfred Stoddard on Julia Marlowe which ap- 
pearsin Lippincott’s: It was Colley Cibber 
who said, writing of Mrs. Bracegirdle, that 
‘‘of her audiences at least one-half were her 
lovers.” This he explains as not arising from 
her art entirely, but from her personal attrac- 
tiveness and magnetism. These two qualifica- 
tions have been almost invariably the requi- 
sites of agreat actress, and the last is undoubt- 
edly the most important of the two. It is that 
subtle essence with which nature assists her 
ever-depending offspring, art, and which in 
unison with art causes us to forget all outward 
inconsistencies and holds us spellbound, re- 
sponsive to the every touch of the artist. It is 
not enough that the art be perfect, if that 
mysterious and undefinable force which we, 
for lack of a better name, term magnetism, 
serves not to weave a web of sympathy extend- 
ing across the foot-lights. Upon Julia Mar- 
lowe nature, with her other lavish gifts, has 
bestowed a vast amount of this inestimable 
boon of magnetism. Whatever this strange 
quality is, we know that it has made men and 
women great in every walk of life. Madame 
de Stael, the plainest woman of her age, with 
all her brilliancy, would have died forgotten 
had she not possessed it, Indeed, an analysis 
of the world’s greatest successes would show 
that it has entered largely into the achieve- 
ment of them all. Itis difficult for us to im- 
agine the heroines of Shakespeare portrayed 
by beardless men and boys, as they were in 
the poet’s own time. Shakespeare’s women 
are replete to a greater degree than any other 
characters in fiction with that vague though 
potent attribute of womanliness. Surely the 
players must have lacked sympathy with 
their part, or the audience with them; for an 
effeminate man or a mannish woman are both 
abominations, just as a womanly woman isa 
delight. In the delineation of women the 
master’s hand has never faltered; in all the 
phases of their lives and the broad range of 
their foibles and emotions he has limned them 
with an unerring brush : they are always true 
to their sex. To this sacred gift of woman- 
liness, together with her magnetism, Miss 
Marlowe is indebted for much of her success, 
Not that it could have been attained without 
genius, but both must unite to make the 
finished artist. Where the art of actor reaches 
its limit, the personality of the woman must 
take up the thread, uniting as the two arcs to 
form a perfect circle, 


‘*The mistake,” said a pretty actress, “ that 
most of the women in my profession make is 
in putting powder and rouge on their faces 
when they go on the street in the day time. It 
is absolutely impossible to make up the face so 
that daylight will not reveal the false coloring. 
How many women of real beauty I have seen 
cheapen themselves and disfigure the honest 
good looks that Heaven has bestowed on them 
by wearing a stage make-up in daily life! I 
wouldn’t like to mention the names of act- 
resses that paint and powder and crayon for 
the street, but if I started in to do so, I don’t 
think I should leave many of them out. Ihave 
often heard men say that they suffered an in- 
tense shock in meeting a stage beauty who had 
seemed almost divine to them across the foot- 


should be so amended as to permit bars in 
places accessible directly from the theaters. 
At present the statue forbids the sale of intox- 
cants in any room which can be entered from 
a theater without going into the street, 
the intention of the lawmakers having 
been to disconnect the two diversions of 
drama and drink. This law is observed gen- 
erally in the Broadway theaters. Once in a 
while a door is opened from a lobby into a bar- 
room, but the offence has to be stopped quickly. 
The consequence is not any curtailment of tip- 
pling between acts, but the division of it among 
the groggeries close to theaters. Now, the 
managers in secret session agreed unani- 
mously that the liquor traffic dependent upon 
each theatre could and should belong to the 
house, and be made to swell its revenue. “The 
bar would pay the orchestra,” said one, in 
whose mind the cost of orchestral music was 
begrudged, as it is generally among managers. 
““Wouldn’t it degrade legitimate theatricals 
justa little bit?” was a rather timid sugges- 
tion. “Notif it isdone right,” was the very 
positive reply. “‘It should be made fashion- 
able. Condon theaters, with their open bars 
in corridors and lobbies, should be cited asa 
swell example. Degrading? Nonsense. Why, 
don’t you remember that the late Lester Wal- 
lack opened a bar in his new theater and not 
only that, but outfitted it with barmaids im- 
ported from London? It was a brilliant idea. 
The fellows were a little shy of ordering drinks 
from the girls behind the counter, but the 
strangeness was wearing off rapidly, and in a 
month a bar would have been a booming ad- 


junct of the swellest theater in town. But 
the police woukin’t allow it. The bar 
was down in the cellar, with a stair. 
way from the mair lobby, and that was a vio- 
lation of the law. What we want to do, and 
can do, is to amend the statute so as to permit 
a bar in a theater. Then every manager can 
scoop the drink business that by right Seltngs 
to him.” A reporter spent a single hour in 
going to the offices of Broadway theater mana- 
gers, other than those who had attended the 
conference, and in that short time he found 
eight who declared, unhesitatingly. that they 
would not sell drinks on their premises, no 
matter how much freedom the law might give. 
Four of them had leased their theaters with a 
proviso that the adjoiaing stores would not be 
used for barrooms. Friends of the unsullied 
drama, or of temperance, need have no dread 
of bars in legitimate Néw York theaters. A 
majority of the managers are against it, no 
matter if it would be ‘* so English.” 



















































































Art and Artists. 


OT long agoI paid a visit to 
Mr. Hamilton McCarthy’s 
studio and saw his por- 
trait bust of Sir John 
Macdonald. In the 
yet damp clay I do not 
think I ever saw a more 
perfect portrait of 
anybody whether in clay, 
oils or black and white, 
The most striking thing 
about the bust is the air 

of life that pervades the face. It is not ideal- 

ized or classicized as so many modelled faces 
are apt to be. It has simply the kindly, 
shrewd face that everybody loved. Every 
wrinkle is there and the nose has at last 
been correctly shown. Too many artists 
have adopted Bengough’s definition of Sir 

John’s nose, but Mr. McCarthy's bust shows it 

as it was in life. For life-like treatment the 

only modern specimen of plastic art to which 


it may be compared is Bcchm's statuette of 
Thackeray. As there may be some keen com- 
petition for the executorship of the Macdonald 
monument, it would be well for Ontario to 
decide on the man whom they will support for 
the post. His only formidable rivals will be 
French-Canadians, and Mr, McCarthy as a 
representative English-speaking Canadian 
should distance them. His present work 
shows his capability for the task, 
* 
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Mr. D, Holmes is sketching at Cannington, 
Ont. Mr. Holmes will shortly return to re- 
sume his duties at Upper College. 

* 


Mr. D, A. McKellar, formerly of SarurDay 
Nicut, is in Canada for a three weeks’ trip. 
Mr. McKellar's are are Sooguing fa- 
miliar to the readers of the American illus- 
trated periodicals, Crap, 


























































Memories. 





Por Saturday Night. 

‘Tis sweet to sit in the summer dusk 

When the twilight shadows are deepening, 

When the roses are gracefully drooping their heads 
And folding their leaves midst the flowery beds, 
To dream of the day's awakening. 


Ah me, how my thoughts fly back o’er the past, 

To the days when a child I ramblei 

And laughed and danced through the summer hours, 
And lived the life of the birds and flowers, 

No thought for the future taking. 


Now all is peacefully calm and still 
And the light in the west is waning, 
High up in the top of an old pine tree 
A robin is singing good night to me 
In the golden sunset bathing. 


And I sit and dream through the summer night, 
Just now the moon has arisen, 

And down by the stream in her silver light 

Are fairy-like creatures arrayed in white, 

The ghosts of my bappy childhood. 


My life for a taste of those sweet young days, 
Will you list to that childish clatter ? 

And wildly dreaming I rush to my feet 

And over the fields in the moonlight creep 
To join in that happy laughter. 


The stars are beginning to twinkle above, 
They look so rougish and happy 

I can hear them laugh at my foolish sighs, 
While the pale old moon is blinking her eyes 
And the evening breeze is whispering. 


“ "Tis foolish to dream o’er the faded past, 

And child you are )oung for sorrow, 

Twill be time to sigh when the days are drear, 

But to-night you have all that the world holds dear 
And the hopes of a golden morrow.” 


I am standing down by the murmuring brook 
As it bickers over the pebbles, 

But the forms have fled and my dream is o’er 
And I live in this wonderful world once more 
With its blessings, joys and troubles. 


At the Seaside. 


Por Saturday Night. 
In the snug retreat 
Of a rustic seat 
They sit, ae perhaps you've seen ‘em. 
So the smallest breeze 
That stirs the trees 
Could scarcely paes between ’em. 


The waters gray 

Of the rolling bay 
Before them lie outepread. 

The breakers break 

And the mist they make, 
Like a fog hangs overhead. 


My life, my Jove, 
My turtle dove, 

How grand are nature’s lessons. 
This restless sea 
In constancy 

And power never lessens. 


And like the sea 
My love for thee 

Shall changelese be forever. 
Say but one word, 
Most blest e’er heard 

And nothing can us sever. 


Now on your part 
I see your heart 
With love ecstatic thrills. 
With downcast eyes 
The maid replies, 


“* It’s the fever nd ager chills.” A. A. 8. 


Ontario the Blue. 


(SLUMBER SONG.) 





For Saturday Night. 
Roll! roll thy silv’ry waters, 
Roll, roll and ripple, too ; 
And murmur, murmur music 
Ontario the blue. 


Heave, heave thy sunset bosom, 
Heave, heave its pearly emiles ; 

And glimmer, glow and glimmer 
For miles and miles and miles. 


Dance, dance him o’er thy billows, 
Dance, dance him home to me ; 
The daddy of the darling 
That slumbers on my knee. 


So that when shadows deepen 
And midnight breezes moan, 

The sleeper and his mother 
May not be left alone. 


Then roll thy silv’ry waters, 
Roll, roll and ripple, too ; 
And murmur, murmur music 


Ontario the blue. Ernest E. Lrien 


Dream-Gleams. 





For Saturday Night. 


My love, I know that last night I did dream 
Of thee, though faded is the picture bright, 
Thy words, whate'er they were, forgotten q 1ite, 
But still, I know thy love o’er me didst beam ; 
For in my heart to-day a light doth gleam 
Rosy and strong, and looking into mine, 
Tender with love, I see those eyes of thine 
Cheering with hope that seemeth truth supreme. 


Would that the gleamings that my sadness soothe 
Were as forecastings of the morning sun, 
That on the eastern sky so sad and gray 
Trace with pink fingers, ‘‘ Day is just begun,” 
So I might say my dreamings bright were truth 
And all thy coldness, darkness ‘fore the day. 
H. W. Citarueswortit 





Beneath the Surface. 


Por Saturday Night. 


Deep down in the caves of ocean, 
Far out from the homes of men, 

There dwelt a little mermaid, 
The loveliest living then. 

She had beautiful waving tresses 
And eyes divinely meek, 

And lips of such perect purity 
One longed to hear her speak. 


But the fair little ocean dweller 
To the surface each day would rise, 
And call the angels to pity 
With her wonderful speaking eyes ; 
For to her no winds could mutter, 
No angry murmurs come, 
Nor words of peace could she utter— 
The pure young thing was dumb | 


But was not it truest kindness? 
She longed not for human speech, 
Forjthe thoughts that she might have u‘tered 
Were beyond the merman’s reach. 
So until a mortal loved her, 
And his life for her had given, 
She remained jn deep sea caverna 
Then learned to speak in Heaven. 
Susina Macvoveat 
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ried sister was occupying down on the Jersey 
Coast, where she coaxed you so hard to 
join her? Were not your coarse blankets 
outspread on aromatic cedar boughs a thou- 
sand times superior toa stuffy berth in a hot 
sleeper or steam boat? Were not these waters 
singing through the northern night, more 
musical, wilder, freer than than the conven- 
tional orchestra playing upon the strand, 
where men and women in hot, tight habili- 
ments paraded their wealth, and danced, and 
strolled? Were not you the happier lying 
there garmented in your collarless flannels, 
unhampered with gew-gaws or gossip with 
only heavens stars above you and the virgin 


guerite. She has followed up her continental 
successes with still greater success in New 
York, As a church soloist she commands a 
yearly salary of $5000. 

President and Madame Carnot have elected 
to spend the summer in the Chateau of Fon- 
tainebleau. Most of Madame Carnot’s youth 
was spent in the old-world town, which, stand- 
ing as it does on the edge of the great forest, 
can boast of as many historical associations as 
Versailles itself. The suite of rooms chosen 
by’ Madame la Presidente overlook the vast 
Cour des Adieux, where Napoleon I. parted 
from his army after signing iis abdication in 


Noted People. 


Dr. Edward Eggleston, the novelist, is soon 
to marry Miss Anna Goode, a daughter of Dr. 
E. S. Goode of Madison, Indiana. 

As a result of Professor Tyndall’s improved 
condition of health, tt is announced that he is 
preparing for publication a volume to be en- 
titled Fragments of Science. 

A movement is under way in England to 
organize an Authors’ Club like that in New 
York. Mr. Walter Besant is among the 
authors who are interested in the project, and 
it is said that the club will take sharp before 



























ours, 






And you were small like me, 
If you were I, and I were you, 






What would you like to be? 
Would you care to be an angel, 

With harp, and always good, 
And practice music all day long— 


“If I were just as big as you, 





the close of the year. 1814 ; pe in her bedchamber still remains the wath seek eae. haak dae, eal ; easton oo 
little bassinette of the late Prince Imperial, rid about y n a e canoe 0 wih eon oe A Daly nt 
ao ae at han 8 son oa pat for Fontainebleau was the Empress Eugenie’s | Yours lying out on the shore ready to be packed “Like Joak Jerome, wext door; ff ia 
who is pre : & eae —v aid from him in | £@Vorite summer palace. for shipment, was it not worth all the car. He kisred me thirteen times last r 
it very difficult to obtain res a" ane ; a ™ riages at a fashionable watering place? Was Aa tne be evict doe mere 2 Xe 
her work. His strength is gr age iio Pe Your attention is called to our Christmas | your paddle not more precious than steaming, Or would you ?” . oil 
and he is forced to give up the long walks | yamnerPrize Competi ion. Particulars on page harness-hampered horses, the gunwales curv- “ Wait one minute f 


which he formerly took. ; 

The unusual sight of a jury composed en- 
tirely of women was lately witnessed at 
Douglas, Wyoming, where Mrs. Ingersoll, the 
jandlady of the Douglas Hotel, was sued by 
two of her servant-girls for wages. The jury 

- rendered a verdict in their favor. 

Owing to the increasing South American 
trade, there is a great.demand for steno- 
graphers with a knowledge of Spanish. Not 


I tell you what I'd do, 
If you were just as big as I, 
And I was smal! like you, 
I would not care for Jack Jerome, 
And music is a bore ; 
But when jour mother kissed 


me, 
You bet I'd ask for more. 
Of course, you must not tell her 
thir, 
For such things can not be.” 
“* Well, if you like mama so much, 
shu Why don’t you wait for me?” 
¢ Ropgsrt Sare Hw. 


six. ing lines more shapely than a lumbering vic- 
toria or a nobby two-wheeler? Were not the 
freshening windy airs that caught the sail and 
swept you in your slender craft down the lake, 
more glorious and entrancing than the clouds 
of yellow dust whirled from wheels laboring 
through the heat and crowds that throng a 
seaside “‘ drive?” 

Ah ! that treasured canoe that you have had 
such a struggle over packing, you will never 





Striking Camp. 
BY E. PAULINE JOHNSON, 


OW melancholy 
an affair it is! 
You learn on 
that last day 
just how dear 
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only could a bright woman command a choice 
of situations, but at a much better salary than 
in an office where English only is required, 


Whenever Queen Victoria goes on her travels 
ber mattresses accompany her. Instead of 
being stuffed with hair, in accordance with 
American ideas of comfort, the royal mat- 
tresses are filled with the softest wool, and 
must all be of uniform weight and thickness. 


A clever English woman, Miss Clara Millard, 
of Teddington, Middlesex, has made a new de- 
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to you have be- 
come the wea- 
ther-beaten old 
tents, the 
groups of shag- 
gy birches, the 
spikey firs, the 
stoney break- 
neck path creep- 
ing down to the 
water’s edge, over which you scrambled and 
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undergo that ordeal again, you tell yourself— 
particularly if you are a lady, and I agree with 
you, 

It isa nice thing to be a lady canoeist. All 
the men in camp revere you, and it you area 
very good paddler they may do you the honor 
of imposingon you. You may be proud of your- 
self, and of your knowledge of boat building 
and A. C, A. rules and racers and cruisers, but 
the girls who never paddle but loll gracefully 
with their backs to the bow, while they play 
the mandolin and look tender things across 


















flabbed up and stuck to every thing it touched 
while I was tying the paddles to the center 
thwart. The edge ofablade got fast under 
the rim of the bottom boards, The two men 
still stood and looked, and I fumed and trem- 
bled, and tied and twisted, finally standing 
erect and telling them to—‘‘ Now then "—— 
The steamer whistled again, the sailors 
shouldered my canoe, and we all scrambled 
aboard, while the people on deck hung over 
the rail staring at my hot face and bleeding 


to enthuse well, and this time she did it in 
great shape. Her streets fairly bristled with 
union jacks, stars and stripes, German tri- 
colors, green trees, Chinese Janterns and white 
sheets with mysterious German legends on 
them, most of which included the word lager 
in their inscription. Attractive looking as the 
buildings were from the street, the real at- 
tractiveness seemed to be at the back doors, 
and to these the bands and societies speedily 
found their way; and there they joyously 


:O8MILLa. wled so audibly at on dark nights when the 
aa et oral eae erecta Sead forgot to ee the uae ond tatees the center thwart, have much the best time of | fingers, and the women and men of my party | Carolled and played until they became dry. 
Book-Seeker’s Haven, and she publishes an oc- | 40wn at the landing. The water itself that it, and somehow they always have the best | jabbered alot of stuff about “My! but you | Among buildings so honored, breweries seemed 
casional catalogue of her wares, entitled swashes up on the beach or that has sung you cushions, while you are expected to kneel on a | nearly got left.” I was sweltering hot, tired, to have the call. 
aaa ’ to sleep these many nights as it dashed about slidy oilcloth affair about as thick as a knife | furiously ill-tempered, and my back ached, and The concerts were really good, but they are 
against the granite shores. blade, keeping your temper angelic and serene | for all this annoyance I was rewarded thus: fully dealt with in anothercolumn. However, 
The New York Sorosis, which ‘has met You look with a heartache at the big black che while, just because you are strongin the| After we had left the steamer the camping | ! cannot help saying that the audience listened 
regularly at Delmonico’s for twenty-three circle out in the open. It is the dead camp fire wrists, not afraid of work and blisters and | outfit was stowed away in a baggage car, and | to a8 good many part songs when its only grati- 
years, _will hold its meetings hereafter in about which you have spent numberless jolly | °®2 paddle as well as your brothers. we railed it eighty miles before we reached fication was the sense of its unselfishness in 
Sherry’s big ball-room, as Delmonico has no| .y.nings when Joe sang those rattling good | There are two occasions when you are in de-| home, I then went to the car to identify my | Contributing by its presence to the pleasure of , 
room large enough to accommodate the songs of his to a banjo accompaniment, and mand, the first is, when the lazy man of the | canoe. What should greet my horrified eyes the performers in hearing their own voices on : 
members and their guests at’ the monthly you all joined in the chorus, You don’t re- | Party wants an outing. It is astonishing with | but my beautiful canvas-packed darling be- | ® Public platform. At the Tuesday night con- 
social meeting. member on this last day all those miserable | What rapid growth his affection for you springs | neath two commercial traveler's iron bound cert a friend of mine expressed fears that he 
Miss Ada Dyas has a pleasant country place | dinners without fresh meat; those dry teas | forth into flower, although it apparently was | sample trunks, three stretchers, a box of tins, | W4S not acting up to good form in attending in 
near Stamford, Connecticut, where she spends | when you longed so for fruit and tomatoes ; | 2°t even budding at last night’s hop, for he | a crate of blueberries, two valises, a baby car- | #2ything but a dress suit. But he concluded 
at leasta part of each summer. It was de-| those plaguey flies; that haunting dread ot | 2¢Ver once came near you. The second time | riage, a bunch of lacrosse stocks, four bales of | that his form was all right when he saw an 
‘ clared by both Richard Grant White and Pro-| gnding a snake in your bed every night. You | Your popularity dawns upon you is when along | blankets, a basket of house plants and a| exceedingly warm gentleman enjoying the 
fessor Whelpley that by no one on the stage is forget how intensely you suffered from sun- | Cruise is on the programme, and you are sought | bicycle. performance in blissful nakedness of collar or 
English spoken with the purity and beauty | burn the first week, or how stuffy the gray by every masculine member of the camp, and The baggagemen were unloading, and when necktie. 
with which Miss Dyas enunciates it, blankets smelt after a shower, and how the | the honor of your company begged, nay, sup-| they excavated my cance they lifted it out} At the banquet on Wednesday night the 
Ella Wheeler Wilcox is investing a portion | tent always leaked right over the corner where | Plicated for. Then you are demoniac enough | without removing the crate of blueberries, | jovial side of the German character was most 
of her literary earnings in building an out of | your stretcher stood. to single out the “youngster,” (they always | One man got down on the platform and took | #Pparent. My nostrils yet carry the odor of 
town home, to which she will hereafter go} You have grown attached to the tin table- | 8t@nd by you, those dear, athletic college boys, | the bow, the fiend in the car held the stern the hall before the guests ¢.rived and con- 
each summer. It is being built on a projecting | ware that disgusted you so at the first meal | Who admire your skinny, muscular arms, and | until they got it pretty well out, then it sumed the viands. It is a mingling of onions, 
rock on Long Island Sound, an hour or two| “out”; the thick delf breakfast cups; the | ‘Urn up their noses at the plump whiteness | slipped, he dropped it and the whole concern schweitzer cheese and sausage, and of as yet 
ride from New York, The poetess calls it her | the pewter spoons; the flabby butter, and the | “Tolled like dough” as they tell youon the | plumped down with a bang on the boards five unopened lager kegs. Considering the fact 
‘‘ bungalow,” the Indian name for a home, ollcloth table cover. You have grown attached | #*ms of the non-paddling maidens), and then | feet below. ect the guests had been drinking all day and 
Monuments to great men sometimes grow | even to Joe in those awful clothes of his, and | the men get miffed and say “its hanged curi- The jar staggered the man at the bow, so he anes en an Panes at night when 
slowly in other countries as well as our own, | When you get back to town and see him rush- | °US how a pretty boy gets on with women. dropped his hold with a bang number two. I sadie ae oan ’ Pon capacity for liquid of 
Paris has just erected one to La Fontaine, the | ing down to the office in his gray tweed suit,| Yes, they always stand by you—unless you ejaculated ® phrase not strictly feminine. Sent ache ie er a coete oe ee 
well known author of the fables, who lived 250 | dazzling boots, stiff felt hat and “boiled” col- | have # cance to pack, and then—well! Nobody | ‘It’s all right, miss,” said the idiot in the car, | NRUE was nve 88 ieee aac aes ee 
years ago, and it was eight years before the | Jar, you long for just one glimpse of him in | !s your friend then. I will never forget an ex- | “ It’s packed an’ nothing 'll hurt it. athe scihen sail rams ae ‘o a ee 
A. 8. 54.000 franes which the statue cost was col-| that atrocious get-up he went around in “up | Perience I had when a party of twenty struck | But something had hurt it. It had to be ; P' almost the same rapidity. 
camp after a month's outing in the wilds of | white leaded and have apatch nine by five | “ermans, when they have consumed some 1 
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lected. 


William Morris, the English poet, affects a 
singular carelessness of attire. Not infre- 
quently he appears on the street in London 
wearing an old sack coat, baggy trowsers, a 
blue flannel shirt, and a black slouch hat. A 
necktie he seems to consider superfluous, and 


north.” Those awful shorts that were once 
white flannel, that glaringly striped shirt, that 
black and red blazer, that thing he called a hat, 
and those beggarly tans over stockings with 
bush-made open work up the calves ! 

You go to church the first Sunday you are in 
town, and across the aisle sits Jennie, prinked 
up ina French challie trimmed with velvet, a 





Muskoka. At that time I thought it of vital 
importance that a canoe should be canvas 
covered before those infidel train hands 
touched the sacred thing, but I learned in one 
bitter lesson how utterly a baggageman de- 
spises and ill treats a canvas packed boat, 


Ihad spent an entire morning sewing that 


inches inserted where those diabolical baggage- 
men had “‘ stove ” it in. 

Ihave never covered a canoe since then, I 
never will again. Ship a canoe bare and bald 
and the train hands will be cautious and re- 
gard it as something to be handled with care, 
but stretch a web of canvas over it and they 








twenty-five or thirty glasses of lager like to 
“jolly” one another, and jokes and laughter 
passed fast and furious. The edge then was 
gone for me. however, for I do not know Ger- 
man. 

The picnic at Dundurn gave occasion for 
consumption of more lager,and the members of 
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that the collar are not infrequently missing. ‘ : : ai 
n ’ . flower garden on her head, and gloves on those | satanic cover, the packing needle was as big as | think it is clothed in a coat of mail impene- rs a, with their womankind went th 

Mrs. Alice Shaw, the American whistler, has | s.47 little hands you helped to brown the day | a butcher's skewer, and the twine full of knots, | ‘Table as Fate. —— a SS + ee , 

» . drink out of their great horn. The dance ta 


returned from her four months’ trip in Russia, 
after a highly successful tour. She will give 
one concert in London and then go for an ex- 
tended tour on the Continent. In the fall she 
returns to Russia for four months, by way of 
Constantinople, where she will appear before 
the Sultan. 

Mrs. L. B. Walford, the novelist, is described 
as a fair-skinned, blue-eyed, brown-haired 
woman, with a brilliant smile, whose appear- 
ance is more youthful than one would expect 
inthe mother of seven children. Her home, 
Cranbrooke Hall, near London, is a charming 
old place, dating back two hundred years, but 
improved and enlarged of late years. 


The New York Cooking Schooi had one thou- 
sand pupils in the year just ended, half of 
whom were taught free. The school gives free 
instruction in plain cookery to children of 
working people, and teaches them how to pre- 
pare their food ina wholesome way, and how 
to market advantageuusly and economically. 
Instruction in higher cookery is given to those 
who pay for it. 

Mrs. Celia Thaxter’s home in Appledore, the 
largest of the Isles of Shoals, is surrounded by 
a beautiful garden, gorgeous with brilliant 
blossoms, Among these Mrs, Thaxter may be 
seen at work in the early morning hours. The 





you and she went fishing alone up the river. 
And then this object that is propped up in 
the pew like a fashion plate fades slowly 
away, and you see her as she was 
last week ‘up north,” perched on a rock, with 
her heels hanging down a good haif foot below 
a jaunty sailor dress of blue serge and white 
braid, itis open at the throat witha big silk 
tie knotted under the Byron collar, and her 
pretty tittle face with its sun kissed nose 
laughs out at you from under a scarlet Tam o’ 
Shanter. 

Yes, the last day of the season is gloomy. 
Some of the boys are taking down the tents 
while you are packing your trunk full of the 
worst looking togs, the dingiest flannels, the 
half dry bathing suit, three pairs of terrible 
looking shoes (they will do again for next year, 
you tell yourself), a hammock, some bath 
towels, a Tam, a fore-and-aft, a cow’s breakfas’, 
a@ gray check jocky, and a striped flannel 
that matches your blazer. 

How happy you have all been here together ! 
and how you hate to part from the crowd you 
never knew were half such delightful people. 
Some way or other you never cared much for 
them in town, and when you heard they were 
to join the party you were disappointed, and 
said, ‘‘ Pshaw—they'll ever ring in with the 
rest of us, they are not a bit Bohemian.” Belle 





Every time I would get a hole boredin the 
canvas I would have to seize the needle with 
both hands, brace myself against the gunwale, 
and pull, and drag, and get red in the face be- 
fore the blessed eye with its big double rope 
would get through, then it would stick. I 
would go around to the other side of the canoe 
and find the double twine twisted ap into a 
four-cord warranted not to be untangled cable. 
Then I would catch hold of the flat part of the 
needle and turn it round and round until the 
cord straightened somewhat, then I would 
shove the rear end of the needle with one 
thumb and keep the cord taut with the other, 
by this time I was getting hot, my hands puf- 
fing out with a thousand pulses superinduced 
by hard labor, moisture, and an awakening 
temper, my hand shook, my thumb slipped, 
and that demonical skewer contrivance ripped 
up the back of my knuckles already blistered 
and tender with sunburn. By this time oneor 
two of the girls had come around to watch the 
proceeding, saying blandly, ‘‘ How nice it is to 
know so much about canoeing, why you're just 
as good at it as one of the boys, but hurry up, 
the steamer will be going in a second.” 

I was hurrying, my lacerated fingers were 
doing their best at that wretched canvas, but 
after a while I got the bow deck all stitched in 
then I confronted the stern, only to discover 


Your attention is called to our Christmas 
Number Prize Competition. Particulars on page 
six. 





At Evening. 





For Saturday Night. 

They brought him in at evenfall, 
The autumn sua was red, 

Within the heavy fortress wall 
They lay their comrade dead. 

At twilight time they carried him 
Across the battle ground : 

The early stars shone faint and dim 
And hushed was every sound. 


They laid him down at close of day 
Then silently they passed away 
And left him there—at rest. 
Pisrcs GRAYDON, 





Notes on Hamilton. 


RITING as I 
am with my 
eyes open, and 
knowing full 
well that the 
editor of the 
4 Spectator has 
* his finger in 
his Bible at 


would have been a success had not too many of 


; the gentlemen had an overweening desire to 


combine a polka, a waltz and a highland fling 
all by themselves. Hamilton was rather dead on 
Friday, though, when the strangers went away, 
and but for the fine public library and a scene 
chawing actor who amused if he didn't 
thrill it would have been pretty dreary there. 
Hamilton has a fine public library though, 
which it appreciates, if what the attendants 
say istrue. It also appreciates its XIII. Band 
and its mountain and inclined railway and its 
Gore, and it might have had a city hall worth 
appreciating if it had not tried to finish the 
tower with tenor fifteen dollars. It also hes 
the sainted memories of its carnival and its 
saengerfest to appreciate, and it is also proud 
of the bloodthirsty pen of its Spectator when 
it stabs Toronto. TOUCHSTONE, 





Your attention is called to our Christmas 
Number Prize Competition. Particulars on page 
six. 





The Author Himself. 


It is your direct, unhesitating, intent, head- 
long man, who has sources in the mountains, 
who digs deep channels for himself in the soil 
of his times and expands into the mighty river, 
who becomes a landmark forever; and not 
your “ broad” man, sprung from the schools, 


house, a roomy cottage, is always fragrant and j 

bright with cut flowers, and the walls are | W&8 not on your calling list, Jack younever| the canvas about six inches short, I the book of | who spreads his shallow, extended waters over ee 

covered with choice bits of painting, etching | Teally liked, old Hal you always considered | stretched, and tugged, and boiled, and Revelations, dag cortnen eae So af 
stupid, Joe was undoubtedly “stuck on him-| bleseed until I got the stuff to meet ready to stim- “ but to oe himself dried up by tee 2 vie 


and sketching. 


Mrs. Emma Bostwick, once known as the 
American Jenny Lind, has probably retained 
her voice to a greater age than any other public 
singer. She is now seventy-seven years old, 
but her voice is still pure and fresh, and she 
sings in admirable time and tune, She is the 
daughter of an Euglish violinist, named Gil- 
lingham, and began her career on the concert 
stage when only twelve years of age. 


The house which Benedict Arnold occupied 
when a young man in New Haven, Con., is 
still standing. He compounded drugs at the 
time, and the sign which swung tefore his 
little shop is preserved by the New Haven His- 
torical Society. It bears, besides the usual 
announcement, the words “from London,” 
which shoW that the apothecary was not averse 
to practising the tricks of his business. 


Miss Clementine de Vere, the American 
singer, who made her first appearance in Eog- 
land at the Richter concerts brings with her a 
splendid record of previous successes, She 
Possesses beauty as well as musical talent to 
recommend her. Miss De Vere made her debut 
in Florence, appearing at the Pagliano Theater 
in several important roles. She also studied 
in Paris under Gounod, and appeared as Mar- 





self,” and you often wondered why Mrs. A.was 
allowed to live, and to-day here you are trying 
to swallow the choke in your throat at the 
thought of parting with all the gay, careless, 
unselfish crowd that forgot to bring their 
style, and their tempers, and their little faults 
when they came out to the backwoods for 
those three lazy, care-free weeks, 

If you area woman you kiss all your kind 
when the goodbyes come, and you call the men 
‘** old boy,” and your hand rests a little tenderly 
in Jack's while you look into his half-pathetic 
eyes, and forget how you railed against him at 
the ball last winter and called him a “ boor” 
because he neglected to observe some trifling 
piece of etiquette. If you are a man you wish 
you might kiss all the girls, and you grasp the 
the fellow by one shoulder with one hand while 
you shake and shake and shake again with the 
other and say ‘! good-bye old man take care of 
yourself. Yes, I'll be sure to be up Thanks- 
giving Day.” 

Yes, you have had a good time during those 
three weeks far away from the work-a-day 
world that you so gladly forgot, so willingly 
left leagues and leagues behind you, was 
not your tent inflaately better than the 
ten by twelve box your fashionable mar. 


—alas! I had left my cord and needle at 
the bow, the girls had gone, but were shouting 
again for me to ‘hurry up'or I'd be left.” I 
dashed down to the other end, grasped the 
villianous butcher skewer, stretched the can- 
vas once more and began to stitch. After ten 
minutes of misery I got itsewed up. Then for 
tying the stuff over the gunwales and thwarts. 
The cord. that seemed like a hangman's rope 
to sew with, broke like a thread at the first 
tie. The girls still urged me from the wharf 
to ‘‘make haste.” I reeled off about six yards 
of string, doubled it twice, and started at the 
tying business again. As I broke it from the 
ball the latter rolled lazily off the sands into 
the lake. I stopped, grabbed a paddle, fished 
it out—a flabby wet roll of Satan's own netting 
material. At last I got the thing all fixed, 
and began to strap the paddies under the 
thwarts, the steamer was tooting, the girls 
still shouting, and the sailors were coming for 
my canoe. They greeted me with, ‘* Hurry up 
miss,” and I glared at them. 

“You can go without me,” I growled, “or 
anything else you like. I've got to fix these 
paddies or I don’t go aboard.” They looked 
surprised, but stood back—and watched me, 
My bands began to get stiff. The wet string 





ulate his voca- 
bulary in writing of Toronto, should any 
adverse opinions of his own city be expressed, 
by a reference to St. John’s anathemas on the 
City of Seven Hills, I have little but praise for 
Hamilton. My chief recollections of the city are 
of lager, Dutchmen and execrable newspaper 
portraits of the participants in the Saengerfest. 
I embarked for Hamilton a week ago Tues- 
day. There was a German singing society and 
a brass band on board the steamer. The trip 
was further enlivened by a barrel of beer 
carried by the said society. The Germans 
sang songs, whether of love or war or of 
Bacchanalian character I know not, but it 
was noticeable that in the last song or 
two which they sang that their tongues 
seemed to have difficulty in getting away 
from the roofs of their mouths. The band, 
too, latterly seemed blowing more beer 
than music into their instruments. Among 
Germans, however, lager beer and music seem 
to go together, the insignia of each Saenger- 
festing society being a drinking horn, and the 
largest one, said to hold nine quarts, was a 
source of honest pride to the members of its 
society. 

Hamilton is neither too large nor too small 


summer noons. The man thrown early upon 
his own resources, and already become a con- 
ueror of success before being thrown with the 
literary talkers; the man grown to giant’s 
stature in some rural library, and  be- 
come exercised there in a_ giant’s pre- 
rogatives before ever he has been laugh- 
ingly told, to his  heart’s confusion, 
of scores of other giants dead and forgotten 
long ago; the man grounded in hope and set- 
tled in conviction ere he has discovered how 
many hopes time has seen buried, how many 
convictions cruelly given the lie direct by fate; 
the man who has carried his youth into middle 
age before going into the chill atmosphere of 
blase sentiment ; the quiet, stern man who has 
cultivated literature on a little oatmeal before 
thrusting himself upon the great world as a 
prophet and seer; the man who pronounces 
new eloquence in the rich dialect in which he 
was bred; the man come up to the capital 
from the provinces,—these are the men who 
people the world’s mind with new creations, 
and give to the sophisticated learned of the 
next generation new names to conjure with,— 
Atlantic, 





At the Telephone. 


Affable Merchant—You say you want to see 
me about renting a store, sir? Yes, sir; I'll 
call on you the first thing in the— What ? 
—Oh, you want to leione! (Hangs up re- 
ceiver.) I wish these blank-blankety nuisances 
would give aman time to attend to his own 
business, 
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CHAPTER I. 
A NARROW ESCAPE, 


Out in the broad Atlantic, many leagues from 
the Land’s End, ploughing the wild billows of 
that turbulent sea, driven onward by a fierce 

ale, is alarge vessel homeward bound. She 
s a fuil-rigged ship of seven_hundred and 
sixty-three tons, bound from Pernambuco to 
London with a cargoof cotton. The wind is 
fair and the Abel Morris is scudding under 
close-reefed topsails, fore-course and fore-top- 
mast-staysail, and wallowing on through the 
great seas like a Crunken man. 

** Any chance of seeing the sun to-day, Cap- 
tain Jobson?” asked*an elderly gentleman, 
who was a passenger on board, 

**Can’t say, sir,” replied the captain, “doesn’t 
look much like it at present.” 

**We seem to be blundering on ata great 
rate,” continued the old gentleman. ‘‘ How 
much was she going when you hove the log?” 

‘“Over ten knots, allowing for the send of 
the sea.” 

** And you said yesterday you were not at all 
sure of the ship's position.” 


‘‘Neither am I, my dear sir; but a degree or | 


two of longitude in this part of the ocean is not 
of much consequence. Still, if the weather 
does notclear up, and we get a sight of the 
sun, I shall heave to and wait till the gale has 
blown out.” 

‘*A very wise resolution,” said Mr. Somers, 
‘*T suppose we sre not in soundings yet?” 

**I don’t think so; but we are not far from 
the edge of them.” 

‘Sail in sight, sir, hard on the starboard 
quarter,” called out the second mate, putting 
his head down the companion. 

**How is she steering,” asked Captain Job- 
son. 

** About east, north-east, I should say,” re- 
plied the second mate. ‘* She’sa barque, under 
single reefed topsails and fore course.” 

** Let her come up a point or so, Mr. Wheeler, 
as near east by south as you can keep her: we 
might speak her and get her longitude.” 

* Ay, ay, sir,” was the response, and then he 
continued, ‘‘she seems to have sighted us and 
is edging down ; she steers so wildly.” 

**Eleven thirty west, and forty-nine sixteen 
north, that’s where I make her,” said the mate, | 
who had been pricking off the ship’s position | 
on the chart. 

*“That’s right,” answered Captain Jobson, | 
‘* we shall be in soundings by nightfall.” | 

“*T shouldn’t wonder if we were in soundings | 
now,” said Mr. Hurd; ‘‘I always distrust dead | 
reckonings, especially in these latitudes; the | 

aestion is have we made enough allowance | 
or the set of the current and the action of the | 
swell; a cast of the lead would settle the mat- 
ter.” 
** Just so,” replied the captain; ‘“‘ but we'll 
speak to this fellow first, and hear what he | 
says,” and he passed up the companion, and | 
went on deck. 

It was no wonder that Captain Jobson, and | 
indeed all on board the Abel Morris, were | 
anxious as to the position of the ship. Steering | 
for the mouth of the English Channel in thick | 
weather, without any means of revising the | 
dead-reckoning by observation, is hazardous | 
work ; but more particularly so when ther. has | 
been a long continuance of westerly gales. As 
a rule the currents run east, right into the | 
entrance of the channel; but sometimes the 
long swells, rolling into the Bay of Biscay, | 
2£¢ umulate a head of water in the cod of the | 
bay, which, finding no exit in a southerly di- 
rection, pours out north-west, along the coast 
of France, and forms a temporary but decided | 
current passing the line of the channel's mouth, 
The effect of this is to sweep vessels northward, | 
and instead of making a good land fall, many 
ships find themse!ves miles out of their course, 
or land.locked in some of the large bays on the 
Cornish coast. 

Previous to sighting the barque, Captain 
Jobson, as we have seen, had been debating in 
his own mind the advisability of shortening 
sail, or heaving to till the weather cleared ; but 
now, here was this little whipper-snapper of a | 
barque, not half his tonnage, carrying on, with | 
only one reef down, and overhauling him fast, 
oan he was not going to be beaten in this | 
fashion or show the white feather, while this | 
fellow was in sight. 

The ‘Abel Morris,” though perhaps the | 
slower vessel of the two, steered beautifully, | 
one of the greatest virtues a ship can possess, 
especially in the circumstances in which she 
was placed. 

With a fair wind and a following sea it is 
very difficult to keep a vessel's head in a direct 
line. There are times when the sea travels 
faster than the ship, and then the helm is 
powerless, or its action reversed, If at 
these times a wave strikes the ship’s quarter, 
she takes a sheer, and is driven sideways be- 
fore the sea for some considerable distance. It 
is impossible to prevent this in the best steer- 
ing ships, and all that can be done is tu get the 
vessel under command again as quickly as pos- 
sible. The merit of the Abel Morris was that 
she obeyed her helm beautifully and was soon 
brought back to her proper course again ; while 
the barque astern pursued such an uncertain 
and zig zag course that, though she was the 
faster ship of the two, and carried more canvas | 
she did not progress very much more rapidly. | 

The group on the quarter deck of the Abel 
Morris was an interesting one, In addition to 
the Captain and Mr. Somers, were two young | 
ladies and a little boy of about seven years old. 
From their likeness to the old gentlemen it was 
evident that they were his children. One was 
six or seven and twenty, and was dressed ‘n 
widow's weeds, and the other, a blooming girl 
of seventeen, They were singularly good look- 
ing, but the most picturesque and striking 
figure in the group was that of John Somers. 
His age might be about sixty-five; he was 
tall, a man of large proportions, and somewhat 
bowed in figure, with a placid and venerable 
countenance. His forehead was high, his feat- 
ures regular and almost fauitiess in their pro- 





portions, while a pair of dark grey eyes lighted | snow and sleet. 


with a kindly expression a face which no one 
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age was his hair, which was perfectly white, 
descending in long waving curls, of silky 
softness, almost to his shoulders. He was a 
patriarchial old gentleman, with pleasant 
manners, and a voice clear and musical as a 


Notwo men could bein greater contrast as 
they stood clinging to the mizzen rigging than 
Captain Jobson and his venerable passenger. 
The former, big, burly, and bronzed, the latter 
pale and intellectual, and yet in nature no two 
men could be nearer akin. 

Captain Jobson was a seaman and John 
Somers was a landsman, but they were both 
possessed by the same sense of duty. The 
Captain was a strict disciplinaarian, but a 
kinder-hearted or more honorable man never 
breathed. 

The two vessels were now running in paral- 
lel lines not more than half a mile apart, but 
such was the height of the seas that they were 
half their time invisible to one another. When 
the Abel Morris wasinthe trough of the sea 
nothing could be seen from the deck but two 
walls of water and the sky above; it was only 
when thep rose simultaneously on the top of 
the seas that their hulls were visible one to 
another. On one of these occasions the mizzon 
hatch, on which was chalked the latitude and 
longitude, were hung in the main rigging of 
the Abel Morris, and simultaneously a similar 
board was exhibited on board the the barque, 
on which was chalked Lat. 40, 33 N., Long., 
11,53 W. This, so far, was satisfactory. There 
was no material difference, except such as 
would result from the different positions of the 
two ships at noon, and Captain Jobson had 
just ordered the helm a-starboard with a view 
to the Abel Morris sheering off to port, when a 
sea struck her stern and not only neutralised 
his intention, but gave the ship a sheer in the 
contrary direction. 

The two vessels were now in the opposite 
troughs of the same billow, and consequently 
nothing could be seen of the barque. When, 
however, she came in sight she had taken one 
of those wild yaws which characterized her 
steering, and unfortunately—it was to port. In 
another minute they were each on the top of 
opposite acclivities, sailing at right angles, the 
Abel Morris flying right across the barque’s 
course. It was a fearful position, for such was 
the velocity at which the two were traveling 
that if they came into collision their mutual 
destruction was inevitable: 

Once more they lost sight of one another,and 
Captain Jobson thinking that his best chance 
was to hold on the present course, righted his 
helm and took a small pull at the lee braces, 
which, bringing the wind on her beam sent the 
Abel Morris flying along the side of the retir- 
ing billow at a greatly accelerated speed. She 
was in the trough just as the barque rose over 
the crest of the — billow and was plung- 
ing down the declivitous slope with fearful 
momentum. The Abel Morris, on the con- 
trary, was almost becalmed in the great valley 
below. So that if the two ships did not alter 
their course a collision would be a matter of 
certainty. Seeing this Captain Jobson ordered 
the helm hard-a-starboard and shivered the 
main and mizzen topsails. At any rate if it did 
nothing else it would diminish the force of the 
shock, and by this means total destruction pre- 
vented. 

For a moment it seemed as though the ship 
was sluggish and would not answer her helm. 
Then she began to slowly pay off. The topsails 
filled and the helm was righted. Bp this time 
the barque was not more than thirty fathoms 
from the Abel Morris, and it would depend 
entirely upon the direction whic the barque’s 


| sheer might take whether they would collide 


or not. 
At this moment when Captain Jobson sent 


| up a hasty prayer for himself, his passengers, 





and crew, when he was clutching the mizen 
topmast stay, and had set his teeth hard in 
anticipation of the shock, the barque rolled 
slowly to starboard, and the two vessels 
sheered off in opposite directions. This fortu- 
nate divergence saved both vessels, but so 
near a shave was it that as the barque passed 
under the Abel Morris’ stern you might have 
thrown a biscuit on board of her, 

It was a breathless moment, and even when 
the danger was passed it was some seconds be- 
fore those on board the Abel Morris could 
realize the fact that the peril was over. 

Mr. Somers, who had been watching with 
keen interest the manceuvres of the two ves- 
sels, was standing bare-headed with his white 
hair streaming in the wind. He had fully 
realized how near they had all been to eternity, 
and he drew a deep breath when the danger 
was over. He advanced to the capstan, and 
beckoning the crew towards him, said, ‘‘ My 
friends, by the merciful interposition of a 
Divine Providence we have been saved from 
what might have been swift and sudden des- 
truction, let us therefore give thanks and 
praise the Almighty God for this great deliver- 
ance. 

‘Ay, ay, sir,” replied the mate. ‘‘ For His 
mercy endureth for ever!” 

I was a picturesque and interesting sight as 

hey stood in a group round the capstan. The 

venerable old man, with his hand uplifted, his 
eyes raised to Heaven, and his musical voice 
rising above the shrill piping of the gale: the 
two fair girls standing on either side, with 
their brown hair streaming in the wind; the 
stalwart forms of the sailors, bareheaded, and 
the mates and the captain, all looking on and 
listening with awe and reverence. 

The prayer offered by Mr. Somers was short, 
earnest, and impressive. It was beautiful in its 
taithful simpiicity, and there was not a person 


| present but understood and felt it. When it 


finished they were in the trough of a great sea, 
and down the long valley of waters, about a 
mile on the port hand, was the barque rising 
on the top of the sea. 

‘* Adieu, my fine fellow!” said the skipper. 
**You area smart little chap enough, but I'd 
rather have your room than your company !” 

That was the last they saw of the barque, for 
shortly after this the sky grew heavier and the 
haze in the distance thickened. Ali the re- 
mainder of the day the Abel Morris moved oa, 
now rolling to starboard, and now lurcaing to 
port, her bulkheads and timbers groaning as 
she rose and fell upon the long Atlantic 
billowe. 

Before the night closed in Captain Jobson 
decided to heave to and wait for the morning 
before he made his landfall. It had bzen satis- 
factory to find his own reckoning and that of 
the barque’s had so nearly agreed ; but he knew 
that they were in no way dependable. The two 
vessels were running down the same parallel, 
and consequently had been influenced by the 
same currents and set of the sea, and therefore 
they both might have been in error. 

‘* We'll clew up the topsails and stow them, 
Mr. Hurd, and then wait for a smooth,” said 
Captain Jobson, 

hen this was done the fore-course was 
hauled up and stowed, the helm put down,and 
the mizzen staysail set, and the Abel Morris 
rode over the great Atlantic billows like a duck 
on the water, scarcely ever shipping a sea, 


CHAPLER II, 
EMBAYED, 
All night it had blown heavily, the day broke 
hard and cold, and, to make matters worse, 
the gale was now supplemented by cquails of 





Before running off with his course Captain 









































sand and ooze. Certainly he had overrun his 
reckoning, how much he could not for the 
moment tell. ; 

‘*We must be to the eastward of Scilly, sir,” 
said the mate, 

‘Not a doubt of it, Mr. Hurd,” replied the 
captain, 

** What do you mean to do, sir?” 

‘* Well, [don’t think we can afford to lose 
this wind. We shall, in all probability, carry 
it right up into the Downs,” said the captain. 

“To's very thick, sir,” was the reply, ‘and 
we might blunder into some danger before we 
knew where we were. Still, if we look out 
sharply, and keep the lead going, we may get 
*on all right.” 

As soon as the people had finished their 
breakfast the fore topmast staysail was set, the 
topsails were loosed, and the ship wore round 
with her head to the eastward. The mizzen 
staysail was hauled down, and the fore-course 
was set and the Abel Morris was once more 
wallowing on, through the driving seas, to- 
wards the Straits of Dover. 

The weather snowed no signs of improve- 
ment. The gale was increasing, and the snow 
fell almost continuously. Twelve o'clock came, 
but the sun was invisible, and consequently no 
observations could be taken. 

Captain Jobson walked the deck restless and 
uneasy. His two mates were on the forecastle 
gazing ahead into the snow and mist, as if they 
expected every minute to behold the land. 

Sudden! the captain shouted ‘‘Man the 
braces! Hard a port! Down with the helm!’ 

The men flew to their stations, and in a 
quarter less than no time the yards were 
braced forward, the fore-tack was boarded, the 
spanker was set, and the Abel Morris was 
tearing away on a bowline, with her lee scup- 
pers under water. 

As soon as the ship was trimmed by the 
wind, Captain Jobson called the chief mate 
aft. ‘‘Come here, Mr. Hurd,” he said. ‘Just 
listen attentively.” = «me 

When he had done so he glanced at the cap- 
tain in surprise, and said *‘ Breakers, and no 
mistake!” 

** Yes, and not so very far distant : but the 
noise is less distinct than it was. Take a cast 
of the lead and see what water we have om 

‘** By the deep nine!” cried the man in the 
chains; and then a minute later ‘and a half 
ten!” 

**That’s all right so far,” said Captain Jobson. 
‘*Go forward and tell Wheeler to keep a sharp 
look-out for land.” 

“The ship, under the influence of the gale, 
was flying over the great seas at racehorse 
speed—now burying herself to the hawse-holes, 
and shipping tons of water in over her bows ; 
now pointing her bowsprit up to the heavens, 
and now down into the depth. Still, though 
she labored heavily, the Abel Morris was, 
under the circumstances, making much better 
weather of it than many a larger craft would 
have done. ; 

The sudden change in the ship's course, while 
it startled Mr. Somers and his daughters, did 
not add to their comfort, The ship was more 
steady—that is, she did not roll and lurch as 
she did when she was running before the wind, 
yet the inclination of her deck was such as to 
render locomotion difficult, if not impossible. 

Anxious to see what had caused this sudden 
change in this state of affairs, Mr. Somers and 
his daughters had managed to make their way 
out on to the quarter-deck, and, clinging to the 
companion, were sea os | the scene with awe 
andadmiration. They had not been there long 
when the snow ceased, and there, far on the 
weather bow, looming grandly in the distance, 
was a great headland, with a lighthouse on its 
most southerly point. 

Mr. Somers, as well as the captain, took in 
the situation at a glance. They were both con- 
scious of the danger which had suddenly pre- 
sented itself in their path, and they were both 
calm and tranquil. The two women were = 
and excited, gazing anxiously at the beetlihg 
cliff and frowning precipice, which every min- 
ute became more distinct. 

**Ready, about !” sang out the captain. 

** She'll never do it, sir,” said the mate as he 
went forward to his station. 

** She must and she will!” was the reply. 

Captain Jobson knew, as well as his chief 
mate could tell him, that he was about tu do a 
bold and hazardous thing in attempting to tack 
the vessel in such a sea; but he could not afford 
to lose an inch of ground, and he determined to 
stand the hazards of the die. It was not every 
ship that would have stayed in such a gale, but 
Captain Jobson knew his cratt and, watching 
his opportunity, he whipped her round on the 
opposite tack, and in a few minutes she was 
heading away westward, and the great head- 
land was slowly fading away in the distance. 

Away into the thick of a great squall, riding 
like a bird over the great billows, went the 
Abel Morris. She seemed as if conscious that 
the lives of some thirty persons were at stake 
and she was doing her best to preserve them, 
and it did Mr. Somers’s heart good to see how 
beautifully the ship was handled, and how 
nobly the old craft behaved. 

In rather less than an hour another great 
promontory rose up to bar their progress, It 
was a more formidable headland than that at 
the eastern extremity of the bay, high and 
precipitous, with broken masses of rock ex- 
tending far into the sea, which boiled and 
tossed at its base in the wildest confusion. 

‘*Rather a bad case I'm afraid,” said Mr. 
Somers. 

** Yes, certainly!” replied Captain Jobson, 
‘*but we'll thrash her out of it, if everything 
stands,” 

“Yes, if everything stands,” said Mr. 
Somers, “ but if not that broken water under 
our les looks very awkward,” 

‘*I know it does, sir,” answered the captain, 
‘* but, please God, we’ll keep clear of it.” 

Several times during the afternoon the 
weather cleared and they got a sight of the 
coast, in shore, and the great reef under their 
lee. There was land on three sides of them, 
high rocky cliffs, extending some miles in 
either direction, along the base of which the 
sea broke in angry violence, rendering drown- 
ing nearly inevitable to the mariner, ship- 
wrecked on this rock-bound coast. The reef, 
too, was much more extensive than Captain 
Jobson’s first impression had led him to believe, 
and presented more than a couple of miles of 
raging and tossing billows, now and again 
bursting up into great clouds of spray. 

The time passed anxiously, though as sunset 
approached the weather moderated, and the 
ship worked more easily. But the abatement 
in the wind did not last, and asa night closed 
around them the gale came back with all its 
old, if not with increased violence. 

In the midst of a great squall of snow and 
sleet, the wind suddenly veered more to the 
westward, and the ship broke off a couple of 
points. 

‘* About ship! haul down foretop mast-stay- 
sail!” roared the Captain, and then to the man 
at the wheel, *‘ keep her rap full!” 

The men flew to their stations, the helm was 
slowly put down, the fore sheet was raised, 
and vessel flew up into the wind. Captain 
Jobson was on the point of giving the order 
‘* mainsail haul,” when asea struck her on her 
weather bow and she began to fall off on the 
same tack as she was before, and the next 
instant was racing away towards the reef ** at 
the rate of knots, 

The situation was a critical one and Captain 
Jobson tried her again; but the sea was too 
heavy for her and refused to goround. There 
was nothing left now but to wear. In this 
eperetiee more ground was lost, and the roar 
of the breakers became more audible, 

Night came on, the sky was black and lower- 
ing, and great masses of scud, as the flew 
across the angry sea, dipped down almost to 
the water’s edge. The poor Abel Morris strug- 
gled on through howling wind and the drivin 
snow ; but the tide was now against her an 
her leeway was tremendous, It had just struck 
two bells and the men were getting their tea, 
The ship was rising on an enormous billow. 
when three or four reports were heard, and 
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- READ the directions 
7 on the wrapper. 


Way. 


1st. Commence by dipping one of the articles to be 
washed in a tub of luke-warm water. Draw it out and _ 

rub on the ‘‘SURPRISE” lightly, not missing any soiled 
ap. pieces. Then roll in a tight roll, put back in the tub / 
e>~ under the water and let it stay there half an hour. Do- 
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» all the wash this way. 


2d. After soaking for this time, rub lightly on the wash- + 
board ; the dirt will drop out. 
- 3d. Then wash lightly through a luke-warm rinse water, 4 


4th. Next rinse through a blue water. 
SURPRISE takes the place of bluing). /@ 


» any bluing. 


(Use scarcely /2 
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Wring them; hang up to dry without boiling or % i= 


iS scalding or any more rubbing. 


gear with it. 

The ship, thus deprived of ali after sail, bore 
up and went dashing on, spite of the helm 
being hard a starboard. 

“*Clew up everything and let go the anchor!” 
shouted Captain Jobson ; but betore anything 
could be done the vessel struck and came to a 
sudden standstill, as though she had struck 
against a wall. The next instant she was 
lifted on an enormous breaker and carried 
bodily forward, coming down on the rocks 
with a crash which knocked the greater t of 
the crew off their legs, and she was thrown 
broadside onto the sea. Another breaker fol- 
lowed, carrying away the long boat and ee. 
nace; tearing the quarter boats from their 
lashings and sweeping the deck of everything 
movable. 

When the sea left her there was just enough 
light left to see the havoc which a few minutes 
had produced. The ship, which in the morn- 
ing was anoble piece of naval architecture, was 
now a helpless wreck. Her last cruise was 
ended, she was never destined to breast the 
billows again. Nothing in the way of sea ‘nan- 
ship could be of any service ; all that could be 
done now was to preserve the lives of the crew 
and passengers, and this seemed exceedingly 
problematical. 

The scene on the reef was of the wildest and 
most tumultuous description; ail around was 
one mass of seething, tossing waves, which 
ever and anon broke over the poor ship, or else, 
lifted on the breast of a giant billow, she was 
carried forward higher on to the reef, anu then 
dashed back on to the rocks with a violence 
which made her stout timbers snap off like pipe 
stems, 

After a time Captain Jubson and the mate. 
with some of the crew, made an ineffectual 
attempt to fire one of the carronades and send 
up some rockets. The former was a dead 
failure; but with care every now and again 
they succeeded in sending up a rocket. 

It was within two hours of high water when 
the ship struck. Two long hours they were to 
the crew and passengers of the Abel Morris. 
She had now been driven so high upon the 
rocks that Captain Jobson thought when the 
tide turned she would in ail probability be left 
high and try; but the question was, would she 
hold together until the water receded ? 

Time dr don slowly, the danger was 
such as made the stoutest hearts fail. The 
wind was blowing almost a hurricane, howl- 
ing and shrieking in a maniacal sort of agonv ; 
the vessel was crashing and oe on the 
rocks, showing evident signs of breaking up. 
These, with tae hoarse roaring of the breakers 
as they dashed with thunderous noise upon 
the reef,not only rendered interlocution im- 

ssible, but presented a picture of horror and 

esolation which is difficult to conceive and 
re to adequately describe. 
our after hour passed in fearful suspense. 
The tide was falling now, it was true; it 
seemed to those on the rocks, however, to be 
doing so very slowly. The ship beat heavily, 
and the rushes of the breakers continued. At 
last, towards midnight, the wind abated, the 
vessel became more easy, and settled down 
quietly in her nee bed. 

Hungry and half perished with the cold, the 
men sheltered themselves as best they could in 
the black darkness from the biting wind and 
falling hail and snow, under what still re 
mained of the weather bulwarks, Suddenly 
they were attracted by a bright lightin the 
cuddy. One by one, at the call of the mate, 
they crawled aft, and answered to his name. 
“Thank God!” he said when the list was 
ended, “ all safe thus far.” 

The scene at this moment was a grimly pic- 
turesque one. The wan and haggard faces of 
the men, cheir eyes eager and watchful, start- 
ing almost out of their heads ; their lank hair 
drenched with the spray—all stood out in 
wrens relief against the black darkness of the 
D t. 

t this juncture Mr. Somers addressed them. 

** My men,” he said, ‘‘I want to say a few 
words of comfort and encouragement to you 
all, as St. Paul did under similar circum- 
stances,” and he took up a Bible and read: “I 
exhort you to be of goon cheer, for there shall 
be no loss of any mzn’s life among you, but of 
the ship,” and he closed the book. 

**T have read this, my friends,” he continued, 
‘*for your comfort because it is as applicable to 
us as it was to St. Paul and his companions. 
God is able to answer prayer, and I believe 
that he will answer mine. It is not by many 
words that He is to be entreated, it is by 
simple faith and trust that His mercy is to be 
obtained. Situated as we are, with such a dis- | 
= of His majesty and puwer before us, we 
eel our utter helplessness, but if we could only 
realize it He is watching over us as much now 
as when the sea is calm and the sun shining 
brightly ; therefore, I say again with St. Panl 
‘be of good cheer.’ I do not say it boastfully, 
but like him, ‘I have fought a good fight,’ but 
something tells me I have not yet finished m 
course, and it may be that God will give me all 
them that sail with me!” 

A wave of hope seemed to pass over the faces 
of the men as the old man’s clear voice came to 
them above the howling of the tempest, It 
was a sight which if seen would not soon be 
forgotten. Its grouping was both artistic and 
dramatic. The grand old man in the center. 
His figure tall and sinuous, the benign and 
trustful expression of his pale face, the light 
that beamed from his clear gray eyes, and his 
snow-white hair, all combined to make up a 
picture that no one could look on without ad- 
miration and emotion, All through that long 
and anxious night they continued to watch and 
wait and pray for the succour that never came, | 
Rockets had been fired, flares had been lighted, 

and guns had been fired, but there had been no 
“it we t two o'clock, Th all 

was past two o’clock, e snow squalls 

had daaeah and here and there, through Glanies i 
in the clouds, bright stars peeped forth for a 
moment and then disap again? The sky 
to windward was wild and lurid ; but away in 
the west there was a, bit of clear sky, where the 
moon, large and erubescent, was just sinking 
into the sea, Gradually as it sank it ti the 
masses above and the dark sea underneath with 
a sanguinary flush. 

But this state of things did not last long. 
Clouds from windward came roiling up blac 
as ink, and the storm thundered down on them 
wcree than ever. 

Would the gale never cease! Would the 
day never break? These were the thoughts 











Ht 


in the east, and when it did appear they 
sought with straining eyes to penetrate the 
twilight, to discover what was the probability 
of succour coming before the tide rose. 

* During the half hour before daylight the 
great hungry waves had been drawing nearer 
and nearer, and the noise of the breakers more 
distinct, and now the ship began to lift and 
rollin her rocky bed. She was breaking up 
fast, the foremast went by the board. She 











HE GREAT FRENCH REMEDY for 

DYSPEPSIA, BILIOUS AFFEC- 

TIONS, CONSTIPATION, and all diseases 
of the stomach, lever and bowels. 


SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS. 
Price ; $1.00 





ATKINSON'S 


arisian 


2 NON ee 


30 YEAR iN 





The Canada 
Sugar Refining Co. 


(Limited) MONTREAL 


Offer tor sale all grades of refined 


SUGARS 
SYRUPS 


Ot the well-known brand or 


Certificate of Strength and Purity: 


CHEMICAL LABORATORY, 
Mepicat Facuity, McGint University. 
To the Canada Sugar Refining Company : 

GanTLEmeN,—I have taken and tested a sample of your 
“EXTRA GRANULATED” Sugar, and find that it yielded 
99.83 per cent. of pure sugar. It Ss eaeny as pure 
and good a sugar as can be manufactured. 

Yours truly, 
Cc. P. GIRDWOOD* 


J. PICOT, Paris, SOLE PROPRIETOR. 


LESSIVE 
PHENIX 


Makes Hard Water Soft. 
Makes White Clothes Whiter. 
Makes Flannels Soft and Clean. 
Makes Fruit Stains Vanish. 


Makes Tin Like Silver. 


Makes Paint Like New. 
Makes Glassware Brilliant. 













Makes Earthenware Spotless. 


Makes Windows Like Crystal. 


Makes Baths and Sinks Clean 
and Bright. 


THE ONLY ARTICLE THAT WILL 
CLEAN ZINC. 


For sale by Grocers ard Druggists Everywhere, 
FACTORY IN MONTREAL. 


EVANS AND SONS, SOLE acents. f 


CONSUMPTION. 


I have & positive remedy for the above disease; by its 
use thousands of cases of the worst kind and of long 
standing have been cured. Indeed so strong is my faith 
in its efficacy, that I will send TWO BOTTLES FREE, 
with a VALUABLE TREATISE on this disease to any 
sufferer who will send me their EXPRESS and P.O. address 
T. A. Stocum, M. C., 186 ADELAIDE 
St., West. TORONTO. Onr. 








S CURE FOR 
ERI ik} 








the main topmast went crashing over the side, | which passed through their minds, as they sat 


could look upon without pleasure. Beside the | Jobson took a cast of the deep-sea lead, and 
taking the mizz2n mast and the whole of the! and watched for the first gray light of dawn 


slight stoop, the only thing which betokened ! found, to his surprise, only forty-nine fathoms, 
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had broken her back, and the cargo was being 
washed out and borne away to leeward. 

. Desolate, and almost devoid of hope, was the 
position of the thirty-three souls sheltering in 
the cudcy and in the round house of the Abel 
Morris. As the daylight increased their view 
became more extended. The mist and haze 
that hung about the horizon lifted, and now 
and again bright gleams of sunshine broke out 
and passed swiftly over the white-crested 
waves. 

Far as the eye could see was the tossing sea 
on the one side and the rock-bound coast on 
the other, and though Captain Jobson and Mr. 
Hurd were sweeping the sea with their glasses 
not a sign of coming succor could be discovered. 

Gradually the sky began to clear and the 
force of the gale abated, but the giant strength 
of the huge rollers that broke on the reef did 
not seem in any way to be diminished. 

It seemed hard to die on such a day, hard to 
think of the darkness of death in the presence 
of such brilliant sunshine, but cold and hunger 
and the lassitude of — was creeping over 
them, and hope vanished. 

The hours sped on, every minute was 
recious, and yet they seemed to dragon like 
ead. At times some one would steal out and 

climb into the rigging and peer eagerly into 
the distance, to see if help was coming, for to 
them it did not seem possible that upon the 
English coast they would be left to perish 
without some effort being made to save them ; 
but nothing could be seen. 

It was now past high water, and each suc- 
ceeding wave was carry _ away some portion 
of the wreck, but the after part seemed so 
firmly fixed between the rocks as to defy the 
waves, ahd the round house still offered them 
a partial shelter. 

Suddenly there came a wild cry from the rig- 
ging, and then a man with a haggard face, and 
with a strange light in his eyes, burst into the 
cabin, crying, ‘‘Saved ! saved!!” and then he 
fell insensible on the deck as if he wasin a 


fit. 

While some tried to restore him to conscious- 
ness, others went out to see what had caused 
this extraordinary agitatfon ; among the latter 
was Captain Jobson, who, as soon as he got 
into the rigging, cried out in joyous tones 
* Hurrah |! boat? A boat! The lifeboat!” 

At this cry they all seemed to awake as from 
a stupor, and r Captain Jobson rushed into 
the cuddy ond burst into tears. 

Yes, it was indeed true, help was coming, 
but would it arrive in time? The boat was 
still far off, and every rolling sea which struck 
the wreck made it heave and quiver, as if in 
the throes of dissolution, and caused men to 
feel how frail was the tenor on which their 
lives depended. 

The lifeboat app ed nearer and nearer ; 
the suspense, the ny of hope and fear, was 
painful, She came, dancing and dipping over 
the green waves, the oarblades flashing in the 
sunlight. 

It would be impossible to describe the tu- 
multuous joy of the poor half-drowned crea- 
tures on aboard the Abel Morris, as the 
boat each minute came nearer. She was to 
them like a reprieve from a sentence of death. 
They were all half frantic with expectation, 
except the captain and the mate, who saw from 
the situation of the wreck that unless they 
could effect a communication with the lifeboat 
there would be considerable difficulty in effect- 
ge reecue, 

t last, she was under their lee, and a 
line with a buoy attached was thrown over- 
board. It was picked up, and after a deal of 
veering and hauling, she was got safely along- 
side the wreck. The boat litted and plunged 
and the ship, or what was left of her, groaned 
and creaked and rolled, and, therefore, the 
rescue was not made without much danger 
and difficulty. 

The two women and the child were the first, 
the latter was thrown in the air and caught by 
the lifeboat men. The two girls at the word 
8 me fearlessly into the men’s arms, and 
then followed Mr. Somers and the crew, and 
and a of all the mate and the captain. All 
save 

The line was cast off, the two lugs were 
hoisted, and the lifeboat iss ing towards 
the land. Despair is over. ld and hunger 
is forgotten. Suspense is past. They are 
saved and the long sad vigil of the night seems 
like a dream that is passed. 

THE END. 





Next week: Stop Thief! by Florence Mar- 
ryat, author of Fighting the Air, &c. 





Soothing Magic. 

The unspeakable comfort in feeling pain pass 
away is well set forth by Mr. Albert Heege, 
Clayton, Mo., U.S. A., August 1, 1889, who 
says: ‘‘ Isuffered fourteen i with a sprained 
wrist, and a swelling formed, wing larger 


and larger. It disappeared as if by magic after 
using one bottle = St. Jacobs Oil.” It is the 
best remedy. 





Ia Terror of Death. 


“ You know,” said Manuel, ‘‘ what a sorrow- 
ful day for Tarragona was June 28,1811. But 
you cannot imagine the horrors attending the 
taking of the city. You did not see five thou- 
sand ‘bocniarts perish in ten hours: you did 
not see houses and churches in flames; you 
did not see unarmed old men and oar ess 
women slaughtered in cold blood ; you did not 
see the modesty of maidens, the dignity of 
matrons, the sanctity of nuns outraged. You 
did not see pillage and drunkenness minglinz 
with lust and murder. You did not see, in 
short, one of the greatest exploits of the con- 

ueror of the world, the hero of our age, the 

emi-god Napoleon 

“Tsaw itall! [saw the sick rise from the 
bed of suffering, dragging after them their 
sheets, like shrouds, to perish at the hands of 
foreign soldiers on the threshold over which 
tbe day before had passed the Viaticum! I saw 
lying in the street the body of a woman they 
had slaughtered, and at her side her infant 
still nursing at its dead mother’s breast. I saw 
the husband, with hands tied together, wit- 
nessing the dishonor of the wife ; children 
weeping with terror at the horrors that sur- 
rounded them ; despair and innocence king 
refuge in suicide ; impiety insulting the dead. 

‘*Dangerously wounded and unable to take 
further part in the conflict, I fled for retuge to 
Clara’s house. 

‘Full of anguish and terror, she stood at the 
window fearing for my life and risking her 
own to see me in case I should chance to pass 
through the street. 

“T entered and fastened the door, but my 
pursuers had alfeady caught sight of Clara— 
and she was so beautiful ! 

‘They saluted her with a roar of savage joy 
and a burst of brutal laughter. A moment 
more and the door would yield to the axe and 
the flames. We were lost ! 

‘*Clara’s mother, carrying in her arms her 
year-old babe, led us to the cistern or reservoir 
of the house, which was rear deep and which 
was now dry, as no rain had fallen for several 
months, and there we concealed ourselves, 
This cistern, the floor of which might measure 
some eight yards square, and which was 
entered by a steep underground flight of steps, 
narrowed, toward the top, like the mouth of a 
well, and opened into the center of the court- 
yard, where a breast-work was built around ic, 
above which two buckets were suspended from 
hooks attached to an iron bar for drawing 
water, 

“The child I have spoken of, whose name 
was Mig=s!. was Clara’s brother, that is to say, 
the youngest child of the ustapey woman 
whom the French had just made a widow. 

“Ta the cistern we four might find safety. 
Seen from the yard, the cistern seemed a 
pete well. The French would think we had 
made our escape by the roof. 

‘They soon deciared that such was the case, 
uttering horrible oaths while they rested then- 
selves in the shady yard, in the centre of which 
was the cistern. 





































which had followed 
wound, smiled with happiness. 
* At this moment, 


thirst, were try 
cistern in which we were concealed. 


instant. 

which descended until it touched the floor. 
** We scarcely dared to breathe, 

. “The bucket was drawn up again. 
*<* The well is dry !’ cried the soldiers. 

one. 

selves. 

well!’ cried a voice in Catalan. 

betrayed us! 


suddenly ! 
‘*** That is true,’ responded the renegade. 


‘They did not know that the cistern could 
be entered by an underground passage, whose 
door or trap, carefully concealed in the floor of 
a dark cellar, somewhat distant from the 


house, it would be almost impossible to dis- 
cover. We had, however, committed the im- 
prudence of locking the iron grating which 
cut off the communication between the cistern 
and the passage, and we could not open it 
without making a great deal of noise. 

‘*Imagine, then, the cruel fluctuations be- 
tween hope and fear, with which we had list- 
ened to the dialogue carried on by those 
wretches on the very brink of the well, From 
the corners in which we were crouching we 
could see the shadow of their heads, moving 
within the circle of light on the floor of the 
c'stern. Every second seemed to us a century. 

‘* At this moment the babe Miguel began to 

ery. 
“But at bis first whimper his mother 
silenced the sounds that threatened to betray 
our hiding place, pressing the infant’s tender 
face into her bosom. 

*** Did you hear that?’ cried some cne in the 
yard above. 

‘**T heard nothing,’ responded another. 

‘*** Let us listen,’ said the renegade. 

‘* Three horrible minutes passed. 

** Miguel struggled to get his voice, and the 
more closely his mother pressed his face into 
her bosom, the more violent were his struggles. 

** Bus not the slightest sound was audible. 

‘It must have been an echo!" exclaimed the 
soldiers, 

** Yes, that was it!’ assented the renegade. 

“ And they all took their departure, and we 
could hear the noise of their steps and the 
clanking af their sabers slowly dying away in 
the direction of the gate. 

‘The danger was passed ! 

“But, alas! our deliverance had come too 


late. 

“Baby Miguel neither cried nor struggled 
now. 

** He was dead !"— Translated from the Span- 
ish of Pedro de Alacron by Mary J. Serrano, 





Our Peculiar Predicament. 


Hero was the noblest specimen of doghood I 
had ever seen. He had been presented to my 
wife as one of her wedding presents by a cou- 
sin of hers, and perhaps it was for this reason 
that we both thought more of this St. Bernard, 
singular gift though it was, than of many of 
the handsomest pieces of silver with which 
our friends had remembered us. 

One thing only worried us—the dog persisted 
in growing at such an alarming rate. Already 
he was higher than the railing on the piazz 
and, as Gertrude always made a pet of him an 
enjoyed having him in the parlor, 1 began to 
look forward with some apprehension to the 
time when she would be obliged to choose be- 
tween him and myself, for our cottage was a 
vey tiny one. 

ut all my feats in this respect were utterly 
forgotten when Betty, our maid, rushed up to 
our room one morning before breakfast and 
announced that Hero couldn’t be found. I felt 
in that moment that I wouldn't care if he grew 
to the size of an elephant, if only we him 


safe. 

I cautioned Betty not to tell my wife the 
news yet, then hurriedly finished my toilet and 
went out to the kennel to investigate into mat- 
ters myself. 

It was tootrue. The chain was broken, look- 
ing as if it had been cut by some sharp instru- 
ment, and the kennel was empty. Our noble 
dog had undoubtedly been stolen, 

Well, there was a dreadful time when Gert- 
rude found it ont, as find it out she had to 
before breakfast, as Hero was always consider- 
ed as much a part of that meal as the coffee. 
She insisted on going out to the kennel herself, 
and wept and wrung her hands when she be- 
held its emptiness and the severed chain. 

** Oh, Dick,” she wailed, ‘it’s almost as bad 
as losing my wedding ring. Think, he was one 
of my presents! I'm sure something worse is 
going to happen.” 

Something else did happen. Gertrude in- 
sisted that I should stay away from town and 
scour the surrounding country in search for 
Hero, which I did ; and although [ did not find 
the dog, I did find the next day that I had 
missed the ppoeeesy of selling a piece of pro- 
perty to old Richfellow, who dropped in, 
which would have netted me a commission out 
ef which I could have purchased five hundred 
Heroes. 

A week went by, and no tidings of the miss- 
ing member of our family. I wrote a notice 
and had it pasted up in the post office, an- 
nouning that a handsome reward would be 
paid for the return of “‘the below described 


dog.” 

‘T wanted toadd “and no questions asked,” 
but Gertrude declared that if the thieves got 
the reward they ought to be willing to bear the 
punishment, and no amount of argument on 
my part could convince her of the fallacy of her 
reasoning. 

The same notice was inserted in the county 
paper on Saturday, and anxiously we awaited 
the result. But it seemed as if there wasn’t 
going to be any; then, just as I thought I 
would attempt to re-open the argument with 
Gertrude on the ‘‘no questions asked” matter, 
Betty dashed into the dining-room one night 
with the breathless announcement: 

**Oh, missus, Hero’s come back, and the boy 
says he wants the money.” 

e had a guest to dinner, but, without wait- 
ing to apologize, my wife and I maie arush for 
the rear regions. There, at the back door, 
stood one of those sallow faced, grave looking 
country boys who are a constant refutation of 
the time-worn assertion that town bred lads 
hive no chance for health with their cousins 
in the rural districts. 

**Hero!” cried Gertrude, and, regardless of 
the passementerie trimming on her skirt, she 
sank down upon her knees on the doorstep and 
threw her arms around the dog's neck. 

He seemed no less delighted, and licked her 
face till I interfered, and suggested that she 
had better ask the question she had reserved 
to herself the privilege of putting. But as the 
boy's response to each and every one was 
“Dunno,” she obtained but little satisfaction. 
The only other thing he wou!d say was ‘‘Gim- 
me de reward!” and, suddenly recollecting our 
deserted guest, I handed him a five dollar bill, 
and was giad to get rid of him at the price. 

Of course Hero was conducted in state back 
to the dining-room, and the rest of the evenip 
was devoted to dog talk. But it was so grati- 
fying to see Gertrude her old gay self that I 
thought I could stand any reflections Gadser 

ht make on our qualities as hosts. 

¢ next morning I went to town in a more 
cheerful frame of mind than I had enjoyed for 
the aes ten days. Hero back, the home life 
would flow on in the quiet, blissful grooves of 


Fi Deatee then, my horrified amazement on 


‘* Yes, we were saved! Clara bound up my 
bleeding hand, her mother nursed Miguel, and 
I, although I was shivering from the chill 
the fever caused by my 

we noticed that the 
soldiers, Nabe doubtless, to slake their 

ng to draw water from the 
**Picture to yourselves our anguish at that 


** We drew aside to make way for the bucket, 


“**There must be water upstairs!’ exclaimed 
“** They are going away |’ we all said to our- 
‘What if they should be concealed in this 
“It was a renegade !—a Spaniard who had 


‘“** What nonsense!’ responded the French- 
man; ‘ they could not have got down there so 





walking up the path to the cottage that even- 
ing at beholding Gertrude leave the porch in 
undisguised excitement as soon as she beheld 


me, 

** Dick, Dick,” she cried, “ a terrible thing 
has happened!” 

<= What, has Hero gone again?” I asked. 

“No, come,” she half sobbed, catching me by 
the coat sleeve and hurrying me on still faster 
to the cottage. 

She piloted me around to the back door, and 
here, sleeping peacefully side by side, I beheld 
two Heroes ! 

** What does this mean?” I gasped, as much 
astounded at the spectacle as my wife had ex- 
pected me tobe. ‘‘ Where did this other one 
come from, and—and which is our Hero ?” 

‘“* That is the awful part of it,” sobbed Gert- 
rude. ‘“‘Wedon’t know. They both answer 
to the name, and neither had a collar on. This 
one—the last one—came bounding into the 
yard this morning soon after you went away.” 

“Then, if he found his way back by himself, 
he must be our Hero,” I replied. ‘* Which one 
is it?” and I advanced and surveyed the sleep- 
ing animals critically, 

“*[—I—we don’t know,” responded Gertrude 
again. “The other one came out just then, 
and we got them mixed, and neither Betty nor 
T can tell the difference. Oh, Dick, can’t you 
help us?” 

I tried my best. I roused up the dogs and 
examined them closely, but could arrive at no 
definite conclusion. As fast as I decided that 
one was our Hero, some mark or act on the 
part af the other would cause me to alter my 
mind, 

It was —, a terrible predicament. Here 
we were with two great dogs on our hands, 
either one of which was aimost more than we 
could afford to keep, and yet we were afraid to 

ive either one of them away for fear it would 

the wrong—no, the right one. 

I wrote another notice, asking if any one had 
lost a St. Bernard dog, and deccribing the 
animal in the same way as I had done in the 
first notice. And my friends read it and looked 
at me queerly, and nothing came of it. . The 
two Heroes are still on our hands, and each 
night Gertrude meets me with the announce- 
ment that she has solved the vexed question, 
but as often is utterly unable to tell which dog 
she had settled upon as being really ours. 
Meanwhile they are both growing, and the 
future looks ominous, 








“T’ll just show you, Matilda, how I used to 
= = to swing a pail of water around my 








— Without spilling a single drop.” 








Correspondence Coupon. 


The above coupon must accompany every graphclogical 
study sent in after August 15. The Editor re quests corres- 
pondents to cbserve the following rules: 1. Graphological 
studies must consist of at least six lines of original matter, 
including several cspital letters. 2. Letters will be an- 
ewered in their order, unlese under unusual circumstances. 
Correspondents need not take up their own and the editor's 
time by writing remioders and requeeste for haste. 3. Quo- 
tations, scraps or postal cards are not studied. 4. Please 
address Correspondence Column. Enclosures unless ac 
companied by coupons are not studied. 


Myaa.—You have not enclosed Correspondence Coupon. 
See rules. 

Dark —This very meagre study is not sufficient for 
delineation. 

8S. D. M.—Patience, my friend. Your turn will come, if 
it has not already. 

Maseray.—Please exert yourself to give me a longer 
study, and don't forget to enclose ‘‘ Correspondence 
Coupon.” 

Aps.s v'A.—1. The pink powder is rouge and is ueed for 
polishing tortoise shell and severai other things. No, it is 
not injurious to the nails. 2 Writing does not seem 
sufficiently formed to make a satisfactory study. 

E. Tuom.—Noe. 1. and 2 — Private studies are not sent 
without a fee. Surely your own common sense would tell 
you that editors time is too valuable to spend in giving 

rivate graphological studies to anyone who chooses to 

emand them. 

Lient.—Writing shows a genial, hopeful ard kind nature, 
not free from selfishness, but with no narrowness or 
stingy ness, impulse is strong but generally elevated, perse- 
verance ,and writer probably takes great delight in 
social intercourse and all of life’s pleasures, shows some 
tact and good judgment, 

Prainis.—1. Writing shows intuitive perception, amia- 
bility, love of praise, good sense and a well balanced na- 
ture, neither over hopeful nor despondent. It lacks 
decision and firmness, but I fancy writer has not arrived 
at an age suitable for delineation. The writing shows care 
and some taste. 2. See rules. Both are interesting 
studies. 

AuTrensa.—I cannct quite make out your nom de pluie. 
Your writing shows marked individuality and seif-will, a 
strong impulse, and a determined opinion on m st sub- 
jects. You have little preception and are sometimes 
fae’ pervges in judgment, but you earnestly wish to be jut 
and fair, are probably given to argument and a pretty fair 
reasoner, have some sense of humor and no end of tenacity 


and grit. 
Donasy.—Do you ever read my rules? Please do so. 
, tenacity «f meses, 


maths sharp oogve tem a Jove of order, 

ra > 
thoroughness work and play, not 8 very he 1 tempera 
ment. I think you are a if go con- 
trary. You are rather fact and have no patience 
with dreamer?, have good energy and probably are a good 
manager. 





Hacto—Writing shows ecme tact and good perce ption— 
@ little cesire to create an: ffect, and a want of consvien- 
tious «ffort. At the same time good ability, strength and 
candour; a lively fancy and decided amiability and 
kindliness ; rather a taste for society, particularly of the 
oppoeite sex. The kind of person who would enjoy and 
work hard for social success, having enough ambition and 
talent to make succets probable. 

Lrrr.e Maip or Rurat Districrs.—Ycur emall pent 
has come duly to hand. I can quite ssmpathise with you 
about the dullness of your surroundings. I should find it 
difficult to live contentecly in the country ; but there are 
some features which are attractive, and I daresay you have 
found them out. Why were you afraid I should criticise 
you severely? And do you wish a graphological study ; if so 
write again and tell me so, and I will attend to you. 

Ropert HaRLANd,—1. I shall not serve you as I did Mr. 
Potter, for he has evidently received a delineation, which I 
cannot make from your blotted and erratic lines. Am glad 
you like Sarurpay Nient, but do not quite understand 
reference to Toronto lady. She has been away from here 
for months and certainly her name has not been mentioned 
duriog that time. Perhaps the fact of the thernometer 
registering eighty-nine in the shade affected your chivalry, 
Robert. 

DgsHaswsTHRTHA.—Your writing shows some imagination, 
candor, some self-eeteem but not enough to hurt, rather a 
gees disposition and temper, some determination and a 
iking for your own way. I think you are apt to speak 
withcut thinking and toactin a like hasty manner, but 
your writing gives fair prcmise of a very fine character. 
I do not remember the letter you refer to but it must have 
been very bad if in the face of your handwriting I so char- 

acterized it! ™ es m& 
— aS 

Ma.ta.—If you have given the servant your card wait 
until the takes it in, but if — know the mistress of the 
house and ihe maid delays about showing you in, just die- 

nse With her and wa.k in yourself. There is generally no 

elay and the maid should show yc u to the door and open 
it for you. Our modern portieres make the drawing-room 
less secluded, and often the servant merely indicates the 
direction and goes away. Io attrange house, however, I 
should wish her to show me in, even if I had to wait a mo- 
ment for her to close the hall door. 


Bat.—Writing shows some imagination, good persever- 
ance, rather an amiable temper, but subject to cloudy in- 
tervals, an equable disposition, pot die d to great 
hurry, but rather easily depressed and not liable to endure 
patiently any severe atrain, very strong likes and dislikes, 
a delicate nervous organization, good impulee, strong 
capability of ¢ fection, not much 8; mpathy, rather reserved 
and with slight tendency to critic’ze harshly, some sense of 
humor, but no origina) wit, rather observant and not at all 
answering to the traits of your nom de plume. .; ozrvtg fi 

Je euis Manis.—1. For enclosure see Rules, made in 
desperation by an over-run graphologist. Your writing 
shows originality, pexzseverance, ideality, erratic impulse, 
love cf social intercourse and some sensitiveness. You 
desire to deserve and receive the praise of others, and are 
sometimes impatient and not very contented. I don’t 
think your opinions are very decided, and they are apt ro 
change without much notice. I was sorry to hear you 
had been a victim to ‘‘ La Grippe.” How did I escape? 
Hope you are quite well now. It is so long since you 
wrote me. > 

Jupas.—Writirg shows erratic impulse, probably in 
farcies and dislikes, strength, easy of manner, rather a 
talent for planning and rather a weaknees for castle build- 
ing. You are optimistic, but not very buoyant, and your 
good sense often restrains you from the foolishness you 
would otherwise fall into. You have some talent and 
tact, but you are rather set in your own way, and difficult 
to convert or convince. However, you are the individual 
who will not be liable to go hungry, if there is bread to be 
had anywhere, 

Sipyt No, 2.—1. Your second letter just received with 
coupon attached. 2. Your writing shows originality, good 
temper, rather an erratic fancy, some hope, good judgment, 
perseverance, gentleness and sympathy. You are fond of 
praise, and usually deserve it, as you strive to do well what 
you undertake. Your writing is not thoroughly formed 

et, and gives promise of strong developments in the 

ture. You are fond of fun and rather sociably inclined. 
Maberry’s study was too small for delineation. I had just 
torn hers and yours up and thrown them in the waste 
paper basket when your letter came to-day. 


Aw Apmirner or Dickens.—1. I do not think so; I am 
also a warm admirer. Your not having been able to re- 
member the name cf the story you ir quire about makes it 
rather difficult to discover who wrote it, don’t you think 
so’? 2. Your writing shows an upright, honest and candid 
nature, with sufficient justice tempered by generosity 
You are kind and goodhearted, though you lack the finer 
a and sympathy that is such a power over men— 

ing plain spoken, truthfal and sincere, but no ‘‘ man- 
ager.” You have keen appreciation cf humor, and tome 
imagination, and a lofty contempt for the small things of 
life, that is almost a defect. 

Horinors.—Your writing shows good talent, candour, 
some ideality, good energy, a bright and cheerful tempera 
ment, a rather uncertain temper, and a suddenness of 
epeech and force of os somewhat startling. You are 
truthful, and decided in your likes and dislikes, rather 
openhanded, erratic in your impulse but not given to 
flightiness. You have certain little cranks and peculiarities 
that are very original. I have received a letter from some 
friend of ycurs who wished to hurry up your delineation. 
I have answered you in your turn but was cross enough 
when I received your good friend’s letter to set you back 
another week. 

Coxsux.—1. What a difficult question you have asked 
me! and how can I answer it without knowing the circum- 
stances? If at all dependent on his parents the young man 
would do well to consider their wi+hes, and in any case, 
such courtesy would dono harm, Of course there are cir- 
cumstances which are unusual. and in which be should 
decide independent of anyone, but as you have not stated 
such I cannot give you the opinion you require. On the 
subject you mention the young man of twenty-three cften 
has very erratic opinions. 2. Your writing shows great 
tenacity of purpose, hasty judgment, strong impulee, self- 
will, impatience and determination, good talent, some 
affectation or love of display. With all these headlong 
qualities it has also quickness of perception, good temper, 
a great desire for apprcbation, sensitiveness and eus- 
ceptibility, rather a stirring disposition, by the way. For 
enclosure, please see rules 

£rar.—1. It is alwayseuch o treat to come across your 
fine chirography—especially when it sete before me such 
nice items as this does. 2. About the riding lessons. You 
can get a horse and lessons from a veterinary surgeon on 
Bloor street east, juet near Yonge. His name is Moseom, 
and he would be in every way a detirable teacher, being a 
fine ri¢er and a very gentlemarly fellow. 3. Your en- 
closure isa very strong study, showing great tenacity of 
purpose and immense capabilities of good ard evil, careless- 
ness of detail and generally impatient and ill-considered 
thoughts. The Jack of finish in this hurried scrawl makes 
it hardly a fair test of character, but writer would say and 
do, in haste, just as he wr'tes, notin great measure to his 
credit. He would never be narrow or parsimonious, and 
generally rather good humored. I should think he would 
make the woman who loves him very happy and alro try 
ber patience a good deal. But one can’t have such a 
character as this without some draw backs 


Moxis.—You do not say whether you wish an afternco 
tea, high tea, or ordinary evening meal. For the former— 
rolled bread ard butter, coffee and tea, with some very tiny 
sandwiches and claret cup, lemonade aad ices, with maca- 
roons, sponge fingers, angel cake, and some fancy iced ci ke 
would be ample. For high tea—You would have salad and 
some scallio fich, baked potatoes in milk, cold tor gue er 
ham, jellied chicken, or cold roast duck, game is always 
suitable and oysters in season, and for the other courses 
you could have fruit and custards, hot tea biscuits or ‘ally 
lune. For the ordinary tea you could dispense with hot 
meats or potatoes and eerve cold ham or tongue, jim, tea 
biscuits, custards and any fruit in season, berrv or peach 
shortcake Is nice, tea and cc ffee or chocolste for beverages 
At the high tea light wine or shandy gaff might be intro- 
duced. 2. Your answer is given at once, as you ask ahout 
your tea, but I must ask you to notice that )our rc quest 
for graphological study was not accompanied by the 
“* Correspondence Coupon "’ as rc quired 
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DIAMOND VERA CURA 





CURES DYSPEPSIA AND INDICESTION 


If you cannot get Diamond Vera Cura 
from your Druggist, send 25c. for sample 


box to 
CANADIAN DEPOT 


44 and 46 Lombard St. 
TORONTO, = - ONT. 














































Wabash Line. 


The banner route. Only 14 hours Toronto to 
Chicago, 24 hours to St. Louis, 35 hours to Kan- 
sas City. Quickest and best route from Canada 
to the west. The only line running the Palace 
Reclining Chair Cars ‘seats free) from Detroit, 
Finest sleeping and chair carsonearth. Ask 
your nearest ticket agent for tickets and time 
tables via this line. J. A. Richardson, Cana- 
Tan passenger agent, 28 Adelaide street east, 





Very Confusing. 
“Tubbs wouldn’t let bis fi 
eae at the soda fountain,” a 
** What was the trouble?” 
“*She got the winks mixed,” 





Sarah Bernhardt as Theodora. 





THE DIVINE SARAH 
WRITES A LETTER, 


DEAR MADAM,—The Recamier Preparations 
are the perfection of toilet articles. Please 
send me without fail, to-morrow, two dozen 
assorted for immediate use. 


SARAH BERNHARDT, 
To Mrs. Harriet Hubbard Ayer. 
is used daily by eve 
RECAMIER CREAM fashionable. wounan 
and prominent act- 
ress all over the world. It is the only krown 
preparation whose merits are attested to by 
physicians. It will preserve your youth, re- 


move all blemishes, and not only make but 
keep your face smooth and fair, 


Price $1.60 per Jar 


If your druggist does not keep the Recamier 
Preparations, refuse substitutes. Let him 
order for you, or order yourself from either of 
the Canadian offices of the Recamier Manufac- 
turing Company, 574 and 376 St. Paul street, 
Montreal, and 50 Wellington street East, 
Toronto. For sale in Canada at our regular 
New York prices, 


AMERICAN 


FAIR 
$34 Yonge Street, Toronto 





We opened on the rst day of 
August 5,000 books, the _ best 
works of nearly all the great writ- 
ers that ever lived. Paper covers, 
25c. to 35c. books for toc., or 3 
for 25c ; 12 mo. in best cloth binding, 2oc, pubsicher’s 
price, $125; 12 mo in ordicary binding, 19c. No euch 
value or complete assortment of books were ever seen in 
Toronto before. 

Hammocks in great variety, at wholesale prices; 48c. 
each up to $1.88. Baskets in great variety, 5c. up Cov- 
ered lunch baekets, 9c. up, only about half usual prices. 
Many are taking advantage of our sale of the 3 600 albums, 
worth 400. each up to $10 tach. We are offering them 
from 10c. up to $4, one-cuarter to one half usual prices. 
Our “* August Sale” will show you how to get goods at only 
a@ part of usual prices. A few quotations—Tarbox self- 
wringing mops, 84c; Royal Canadian clothes wringer, 
$2 85, worth $4; pins lc. per paper; Nonsuch stove polish, 
9c.; Sad irons, 3jc. per Ib.; Mrs. Potts’ irons, 92c.; best 
glass fly traps, 19c., worth 40c.—these are just the thing, 
neat and effective ; beet mixed birdseed, with cuttle bone 
in each Ib., 7c., worth 12c.; pocket and table cutlery, 
Rodgers and other gocd makers, at popular prices ; excel- 
lent table knives at l4c per pair; a fairly ¢ ood whip, full 
6 feet long, for 10c., worth 25c ; an excellent waterproof, 
$1; whip for 44c.; a good hinged and guarded lantern, 39c. 
worth 75c. Ne such great stock of fine goods was ever 
«ffered in Toronto before, and the special prices we are 
making ought to insure their sale. 


W. H. BENTLEY. 
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become listless, fretful, without ener- 
gy, thin and weak. Fortify and build 
them up, by the use of 


SCOTT'S 
EMULSION 


OF PURE COD LIVER OIL AND 
HYPOPHOSPHITES 
Of Lime and Soda, 
Palatable as Milk. AS A PREVENTIVE OR } 
CURE OF COUGHS OR COLDS, (N BOTH 
| THE OLD AND YOUNG, IT 1S UNEQUALLED. > 


' Genuine made by Scott & Bowne, Belleville. 


| Salmon Wrapper: at all Druggists, 60c, and { 
1,00. 
! 
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| CURE FITS! 


When I say I eure I do not mean merely to stop them 
for a time and then have them return again, I mean ao 
radical cure. I have made the disease of FITS, EPILEP. 
SY or FALLING SICKNESS 4 life-long study. I warrant 
my remedy to cure the worst cases. Because others have 
falled is no reason for not now receiving & cure. Send at 
once for a treatise and a Free Bottle of my 

. Give EXPRESS and POST-OFFICE. 


ti, re Root, M.C.,_ 186 ADELAIDE ST. 
ES ORONTO, ONT. 
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POWDER 


SUPPLIES A DAILY LUXURY. 
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HOMEWARD BOUND: 


A NAUTICAL SKETCH. 
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Author of * Weatherbound, 





Written for Toronto Saturday 





T. E, SOUTHEE, 


CHAPTER I. 
A NARROW ESCAPE, 


Out in the broad Atlantic, many leagues from 
the Land’s End, ploughing the wild billows of 
that turbulent sea, driven onward by a fierce 

ale, is a large vessel homeward bound. She 
s a fuil-rigged ship of seven_hundred and 
sixty-three tons, bound from Pernambuco to 
London with a cargo of cotton. The wind is 
fair and the Abel Morris is scudding under 
close-reefed topsails, fore-course and fore-top- 
mast-staysail, and wallowing on through the 
great seas like a Crunken man. 

‘* Any chance of seeing the sun to-day, Cap- 
tain Jobson?” askedean elderly gentleman, 
who was a passenger on board, 

‘*Can’t say, sir,” replied the captain, “doesn’t 
look much like it at present.” 

‘*We seem to be blundering on ata great 
rate,” continued the old gentleman. ‘‘ How 
much was she going when you hove the log?” 

‘“‘Over ten knots, allowing for the send of 
the sea.” 

** And you said yesterday you were not at all 
sure of the ship’s position.” 

‘‘Neither am I, my dear sir; but a degree or 
two of longitude in this part of the ocean is not 
of much consequence. Still, if the weather 
does notclear up, and we get a sight of the 
sun, I shall heave to and wait till the gale has 
blown out.” 

**A very wise resolution,” said Mr. Somers, 
‘*T suppose we sre not in soundings yet?” 

**T don’t think so; but we are not far from 
the edge of them.” 

“Sail in sight, sir, hard on the starboard 
quarter,” called out the second mate, putting 
his head down the companion. 

**How is she steering,” asked Captain Job- 
son. 

** About east, north-east, I should say,” re- 
plied the second mate. ‘* She’sa barque, under 
single reefed topsails and fore course.” 

* Let her come up a point or so, Mr. Wheeler, 
as near east by south as you can keep her: we 
might speak her and get her longitude.” 

* Ay, ay, sir,” was the response, and then he 
continued, ‘‘she seems to have sighted us and 
is edging down; she steers so wildly.” 

** Eleven thirty west, and forty-nine sixteen 
north, that’s where I make her,” said the mate, 
who had been pricking off the ship’s position 
on the chart. 

*That’s right,” answered Captain Jobson, 
‘* we shall be in soundings by nightfall.” 

** [yhouldn’t wonder if we were in soundings 
now,” said Mr. Hurd; ‘‘I always distrust dead 
reckonings, especially in these latitudes; the 


uestion is have we made enough allowance | 


or the set of the current and the action of the 


swell; a cast of the lead would settle the mat- | 


ter.” 
* Just so,” replied the captain; ‘‘ but we'll 


speak to this fellow first, and hear what he | 
says,” and he passed up the companion, and | 


went on deck. 

It was no wonder that Captain Jobson, and 
indeed all on board the Abel Morris, were 
anxious as to the position of the ship. Steering 
for the mouth of the English Channel in thick 


weather, without any means of revising the | 


dead-reckoning by observation, is hazardous 
work ; but more particularly so when ther: has 
been a long continuance of westerly gales. As 


a rule the currents run east, right into the | 
entrance of the channel; but sometimes the | 


long swells, rolling into the Bay of Biscay, 
£¢c umulate a head of water in the cod of the 
bay, which, finding no exit in a southerly di- 
rection, pours out north-west, along the coast 


of France, and forms a temporary but decided | 


current passing the line of the channel's mouth. 
The effect of this is to sweep vessels northward, 
and instead of making a good land fall, many 
ships find themselves miles out of their course, 
or land.locked in some of the large bays on the 
Cornish coast. 

Previous to sighting the berque, Captain 
Jobson, as we have seen, had been debating in 
his own mind the advisability of shortening 
sail, or heaving to till the weather cleared ; but 
now, here was this little whipper-snapper of a 
barque, not half his tonnage, carrying on, with 
only one reef down, and overhauling him fast, 
ona he was not going to be beaten in this 
fashion or show the white feather, while this 
fellow was in sight. 

The ‘Abel Morris,” though perhaps the 
slower vessel of the two, steered beautifully, 
one of the greatest virtues a ship can possess, 
especially in the circumstances in which she 
was placed. 

With a fair wind and a following sea it is 
very difficult to keep a vessel's head in a direct 
line. There are times when the sea travels 
faster than the ship, and then the helm is 
powerless, or its action reversed, If at 
these times a wave strikes the ship’s quarter, 
she takes a sheer, and is driven sideways be- 
fore the sea for some considerable distance. It 
is ere to prevent this in the best steer- 
ing ships, and all that can be done is tu get the 
vessel under command again as quickly as pos- 
sible. The merit of the Abel Morris was that 
she obeyed her helm beautifull) and was soon 
brought back to her proper course again ; while 
the barque astern pursued such an uncertain 
and zig zag course that, though she was the 
faster ship of the two, and carried more canvas 
she did not progress very much more rapidly. 

The group on the quarter deck of the Abel 
Morris was an interesting one. In addition to 
the Captain and Mr. Somers, were two young 
ladies and a little boy of about seven years old. 
From their likeness to the old gentlemen it was 
evident that they were his children. One was 
six or seven and twenty, and was dressed ‘n 
widow's weeds, and the other, a blooming girl 
of seventeen, They were singularly good look- 
ing, but the most picturesque and striking 
figure in the proup was that of John Somers. 
His age might be about sixty-five; he was 
tall, a man of large proportions, and somewhat 
towed in figure, with a placid and venerable 
countenance. His forehead was high, his feat- 
ures regular and almost faultless in their pro- 
portions, while a pair of dark grey eyes lighted 
with a kindly expression a face which no one 

could look upon without pleasure. Beside the 
slight stoop, the only thing which betokened 


| mercy endureth for ever!” 


| present but understood and felt it. When it 
| finished they were in the trough of a great sea, 


sand and ooze. Certainly he had overrun his 
reckoning, how much he could not for the 
moment tell. 

**We must be to the eastward of Scilly, sir,” 
said the mate. 

‘*Not a doubt of it, Mr. Hurd,” replied the 
captain, 

** What do you mean to do, sir?” 

** Well, I don’t think we can afford to lose 
this wind. We shall, in all probability, carry 
it right up into the Downs,” said the captain. 

*To’s very thick, sir,” was the reply, ‘and 
we might blunder into some danger before we 
knew where we were. Still, if we look out 
sharply, and keep the lead going, we may get 
*on all right.” 

As soon as the people had finished their 
breakfast the fore topmast staysail was set, the 
topsails were loosed, and the ship wore round 
with her head to the eastward. The mizzen 
staysail was hauled down, and the fore-course 
was set and the Abel Morris was once more 
wallowing on, through the driving seas, to- 
wards the Straits of Dover. 

The weather snowed no signs of improve- 
ment. The gale was increasing, and the snow 
fell almost continuously. Twelve o'clock came, 
but the sun was invisible, and consequently no 
observations could be taken. 

Captain Jobson walked the deck restless and 
uneasy. His two mates were on the forecastle 
gazing ahead into the snow and mist, as if they 
expected every minute to behold the land. 

Sudden! the captain shouted ‘‘Man the 
braces ! ard a port! Down with the helm!’ 

The men flew to their stations, and in a 
quarter less than no time the yards were 
braced forward, the fore-tack was boarded, the 
spanker was set, and the Abel Morris was 
tearing away on a bowline, with her lee scup- 
pers under water. 

As soon as the ship was trimmed by the 
wind, Captain Jobson called the chief mate 
aft. ‘‘Come here, Mr. Hurd,” he said. ‘Just 
listen attentively.” - 01 

When he had done so he glanced at the cap- 
tain in surprise, and said *‘ Breakers, and no 
mistake!” 

** Yes, and not so very far distant : but the 
noise is less distinct than it was. Take a cast 
of the lead and see what water we have got.” 

‘* By the deep nine!” cried the man in the 
chains; and then a minute later ‘‘and a half 
ten!” 

** That’s all right so far,” said Captain Jobson. 
‘*Go forward and tell Wheeler to keep a sharp 
look-out for land.” 

‘*The ship, under the influence of the gale, 
was flying over the great seas at racehorse 
speed—now burying herself to the hawse-holes, 
and shipping tons of water in over her bows ; 
now pointing her bowsprit up to the heavens, 
and now down into the depth. Still, though 
she labored heavily, the Abel Morris was, 
under the circumstances, making much better 
weather of it than many a larger craft would 
have done. 

The sudden change in the ship’s course, while 
it startled Mr. Somers and his daughters, did 
not add to their comfort. The ship was more 
steady—that is, she did not roll and lurch as 
she did when she was running before the wind, 
yet the inclination of her deck was such as to 
render locomotion difficult, if not impossible. 

Anxious to see what had caused this sudden 
change in this state of affairs, Mr. Somers and 
his daughters had managed to make their way 
out on to the quarter-deck, and, cliaging to the 
companion, were iepardiog the scene withawe 
andadmiration. They had not been there long 
when the snow ceased, and there, far on the 
weather bow, looming grandly in the distance, 
was a great headland, with a lighthouse on its 
most southerly point. 

Mr. Somers, as well as the captain, took in 
the situation at a glance. They were bothcon- 
scious of the danger which had suddenly pre- 
sented itself in their path, and they were both 
calm and tranquil. The two women were = 
and excited, gazing anxiously at the beetlihg 
cliff and frowning precipice, which every min- 
ute became more distinct. 

** Ready, about !” sang out the captain. 

** She'll never do it, sir,” said the mate as he 
went forward to his station. 

** She must and she will!” was the reply. 

Captain Jobson knew, as well as his chief 
mate could tell him, that he was about tu do a 
bold and hazardous thing in attempting to tack 
the vessel in such a sea; but he could not afford 
to lose an inch of ground, and he determined to 
stand the hazards of the die. It was not every 
ship that would have stayed in such a gale, but 
Captain Jobson knew his cratt and, watching 
his opportunity, he whipped her round on the 
opposite tack, and in a few minutes she was 
heading away westward, and the great head- 
land was slowly fading away in the distance. 

Away into the thick of a great squall, riding 
like a bird over the great billows, went the 
Abel Morris. She seemed as if conscious that 
the lives of some thirty persons were at stake 
and she was doing her best to preserve them, 
and it did Mr. Somers’s heart good to see how 
beautifully the ship was handled, and how 
nobly the old craft behaved. 

In rather less than an hour another great 
promontory rose up to bar their progress. It 
was a more formidable headiand than that at 
the eastern extremity of the bay, high and 
precipitous, with broken masses of rock ex- 
tending far into the sea, which boiled and 
tossed at its base in the wildest confusion. 

** Rather a bad case I’m afraid,” said Mr. 
Somers. 

** Yes, certainly!” replied Captain Jobson, 
‘*but we'll thrash her out of it, if everything 
stands.” 

“Yes, if everything stands,” said Mr. 
Somers, “‘ but if not that broken water under 
our lee looks very awkward.” 

**I know it does, sir,” answered the captain, 
** but, please God, we’ll keep clear of it.” 

Several times during the afternoon the 
weather cleared and they got a sight of the 
coast, in shore, and the great reef under their 
lee. There was land on three sides of them, 
high rocky cliffs, extending some miles in 
either direction, along the base of which the 
sea broke in angry violence, rendering drown- 
ing nearly incvitable to the mariner, ship- 
wrecked on this rock-bound coast. The reef, 
too, was much more extensive than Captain 
Jobson’s first impression had led him to believe, 
and presented more than a couple of miles of 
raging and tossing billows, now and again 
bursting up into great clouds of spray. 

The time passed anxiously, though as sunset 
approached the weather moderated, and the 
ship worked more easily. But the abatement 
in the wind did not last, and as night closed 
around them the gale came back with all its 
old, if not with increased violence, 

In the midst of a great squall of snow and 
sleet, the wind suddenly veered more to the 
westward, and the ship broke off a couple of 
points. 

‘** About ship! haul down foretop mast-stay- 
sail!” roared the Captain, and then to the man 
at the wheel, *‘ keep her rap full!” 

The men flew to their stations, the helm was 
slowly put down, the fore sheet was raised, 
and vessel flew up into the wind. Captain 
Jobson was on the point of giving the order 
** mainsail haul,” when asea struck her on her 
weather bow and she began to fall off on the 
same tack as she was before, and the next 
instant was racing away towards the reef ‘at 
the rate of knots. 


SOUTHEE 
" * Waterlogged,’ Etc., Ete. 




















































































































Night. All Rights Reserved. 


age was his hair, which was perfectly white, 
descending in long waving curls, of silky 
softness, almost to his shoulders. He was a 
patriarchial old gentleman, with pleasant 
— and a voice clear and musical as a 
Notwo men could bein greater contrast as 
they stood clinging to the mizzen rigging than 
Captain Jobson and his venerable passenger. 
The former, big, burly, and bronzed, the latter 
pale and intellectual, and yet in nature no two 
men could be nearer akin. 
Captain Jobson was a seaman and John 
Somers was a landsman, but they were both 
possessed by the same sense of duty. The 
Captain was a strict disciplinaarian, but a 
kinder-hearted or more honorable man never 
breathed. 
The two vessels were now running in paral- 
lel lines not more than half a mile apart, but 
such was the height of the seas that they were 
half their time invisible to one another. When 
the Abel Morris was in-the trough of the sea 
nothing could be seen from the deck but two 
walls of water and the sky above; it was only 
when thep rose simultaneously on the top of 
the seas that their hulls were visible one to 
another. On one of these occasions the mizzen 
hatch, on which was chalked the latitude and 
longitude, were hung in the main rigging of 
the Abel Morris, and simultaneously a similar 
board was exhibited on board the the barque, 
on which was chalked Lat. 40, 33 N., Long., 
11,53 W. This, so far, was satisfactory. There 
was no material difference, except such as 
would result from the different positions of the 
two ships at noon, and Captain Jobson had 
just ordered the helm a-starboard with a view 
to the Abel Morris sheering off to port, when a 
sea struck her stern and not only neutralised 
his intention, but gave the ship a sheer in the 
contrary direction. 
The two vessels were now in the opposite 
troughs of the same billow, and consequently 
nothing could be seen of the barque. When, 
however, she came in sight she had taken one 
of those wild yaws which characterized her 
steering, and unfortunately—it was to port. In 
another minute they were each on the top of 
opposite acclivities, sailing at right angles, the 
Abel Morris flying right across the barque’s 
course. It was a fearful position, for such was 
the velocity at which the two were traveling 
that if they came into collision their mutual 
destruction was inevitable: 
Once more they lost sight of one another,and 
Captain Jobson thinking that his best chance 
was to hold on the present course, righted his 
helm and took a small pull at the lee braces, 
which, bringing the wind on her beam sent the 
Abel Morris flying along the side of the retir- 
ing billow at a greatly accelerated speed. She 
was in the trough just as the barque rose over 
the crest of the ——- billow and was plung- 
ing down the declivitous slope with fearful 
momentum. The Abel Morris, on the con- 
| trary, was almost becalmed in the great valley 

below. So that if the two ships did not alter 
their course a collision would be a matter of 
certainty. Seeing this Captain Jobson ordered 
the helm hard-a-starboard and shivered the 
main and mizzen topsails. At any rate if it did 
nothing else it would diminish the force of the 
shock, and by this means total destruction pre- 
vented. 

For a moment it seemed as though the ship 
was sluggish and would not answer her helm. 
Then she began to slowly pay off. The topsails 
filled and the helm was righted. Bp this time 
the barque was not more than thirty fathoms 
from the Abel Morris, and it would depend 
entirely upon the direction whic the barque’s 
sheer might take whether they would collide 
or not. 
| Atthis moment when Captain Jobson sent 
| up a hasty prayer for himself, his passengers, 
| and crew, when he was clutching the mizen 
| topmast stay, and had set his teeth hard in 

anticipation of the shock, the barque rolled 
| slowly to starboard, and the two vessels 
sheered off in opposite directions. This fortu- 
nate divergence saved both vessels, but so 
| near a shave was it that as the barque passed 
under the Abel Morris’ stern you might have 
| thrown a biscuit on board of her, 

It was a breathless moment, and even when 
the danger was passed it was some seconds be- 
fore those on board the Abel Morris could 
| realize the fact that the peril was over. 

Mr. Somers, who had been watching with 
keen interest the manceuvres of the two ves- 
sels, was standing bare-headed with his white 
hair streaming in the wind. He had fully 
realized how near they had all been to eternity, 
and he drew a deep breath when the danger 
was over. He advanced to the capstan, and 
beckoning the crew towards him, said, ‘‘My 
friends, by the merciful interposition of a 
Divine Providence we have been saved from 
what might have been swift and sudden des- 
truction, let us therefore give thanks and 
praise the Almighty God for this great deliver- 
ance. 

“Ay, ay, sir,’ 


replied the mate. ‘For His 


I was a picturesque and interesting sight as 
they stood in a group round the capstan. The 
venerable old man, with his hand uplifted, his 
eyes raised to Heaven, and his musical voice 
rising above the shrill piping of the gale: the 
| two fair girls standing on either side, with 
| their brown hair streaming in the wind; the 
stalwart forms of the sailors, bareheaded, and 
the mates and the captain, all looking on and 
listening with awe and reverence. 

The prayer offered by Mr. Somers was short, 
earnest, and impressive. It was beautiful in its 
taithful simpiicity, and there was not a person 


and down the long valley of waters, about a 
mile on the port hand, was the barque rising 
on the top of the sea. 

‘‘ Adieu, my fine fellow!” said the skipper. 
‘*You are asmart little chap enough, but I'd 
rather have your room than your company !” 

That was the last they saw of the barque, for 
shortly after this the sky grew heavier and the 
haze in the distance thickened. Ali the re- 
mainder of the day the Abel Morris moved on, 
now rolling to starboard, and now lurcaoing to 
port, her bulkheads and timbers groaning as 
she rose and fell upon the long Atlantic 
billows. 

Before the night closed in Captain Jobson 
decided to heave to and wait for the morning 
before he made his landfall. It had been aatis- 
factory to find his own reckoning and that of 
the barque’s had so nearly agreed ; but he knew 
that they were in no way dependable. The two 
vessels were running down the same parallel, 
and consequently had been influenced by the 
same currents and set of the sea, and therefore 
they both might have been in error. 








‘* We'll clew up the topsails and stow them, 
Mr. Hurd, and then wait for a smooth,” said 
Captain Jobson, 

hen this was done the fore-course was 
hauled up and stowed, the helm put down,and 
the mizzen staysail set, and the Abel Morris 
rode over the great Atlantic billows like a duck 
on the water, scarcely ever shipping a sea. 


CHAPLER II, 
EMBAYED, 


All night it had blown heavily, the day broke 
hard and cold, and, to make matters worse, 
the gale was now supplemented by squalls of 
snow and sleet, 

Before running off with his course Captain 
Jobson took a cast of the deep-sea lead, and 
found, to his surprise, only forty-nine fathoms, 


The situation was a critical one and Captain 
Jobson tried her again; but the sea was too 
heavy for her and refused to goround. There 
was nothing left now but to wear. In this 
ogeretion more ground was lost, and the roar 
of the breakers became more audible, 

Night came on, the sky was black and lower- 
ing, and great masses of scud, as the flew 
across the angry sea, dipped down almost to 
the water’s edge. The poor Abel Morris strug- 
gied on through howling wind and the drivi 
snow ; but the tide was now against her an 
her leeway was tremendous, It had just struck 
two bells and the men were getting their tea, 
The ship was rising on an enormous billow 
when three or four reports were heard, and 
the main topmast went crashing over the side, 
taking the mizz:n mast and the whole of the 
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gear with it. in the east, and when it did appear they 

The ship, thus deprived of all after sail, bore | sought with straining eyes to penetrate the 
up and went dashing on, spite of the helm | twilight, to discover what was the probability 
being hard a starboard. of succour coming before the tide rose. 

‘**Clew up everything and let go the anchor!” |° During the half hour before daylight the 
shouted Captain Jobson ; but before anything | great hungry waves had been drawing nearer 
could be done the vessel struck and came to a | and nearer, and the noise of the breakers more 
sudden standstill, as though she had struck | distinct, and now the ship began to lift and 
against a wall. The next instant she was | roll in her rocky bed. She was breaking up 
lifted on an enormous breaker and carried | fast, the foremast went by the board. She 
bodily forward, coming down on the rocks 
with a crash which knocked the greater part of 
the crew off their legs, and she was thrown 
broadside onto the sea. Another breaker fol- 
lowed, carrying away the long boat and pin- 
nace; tearing the guarter boats from their 
lashings and sweeping the deck of everything 
movable, 

When the sea left her there was just enough 
light left to see the havoc which a few minutes 
had produced. The ship, which in the morn- 
ing was a noble piece of naval architecture, was 
now a helpless wreck. Her last cruise was 
ended, she was never destined to breast the 
billows again. Nothing in the way of sea nan- 
ship could be of any service; all that could be 
done now was to preserve the lives of the crew 
and passengers, and this seemed exceedingly 
problematical. 

The scene on the reef was of the wildest and 
most tumultuous description; all around was 
one mass of seething, tossing waves, which 
ever and anon broke over the poor ship, or else, 
lifted on the breast of a giant billow, she was 
— as a on ae ne —es A 

ashed back on to the rocks with a violence 
which made her stout timbers snap off like pipe wl at N S eo N " 
stems. 

After a time Captain Jubson and the mate 
with some of the crew, made an ineffectual 


Blais tell 
attempt to fire one of the carronades and send ‘ 
up some rockets. The former was a dead Pr oot | ¢ 
failure ; but with care every now and again a aad S 
Ui: 


they succeeded in sending up a rocket. 

It was within two hours of high water when 
the ship struck, Two long hours they were to 
the crew and passengers of the Abel Morris. 
She had now been driven so high upon the 
rocks that Captain Jobson thought when the 
tide turned she would in ail probability be left 
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high and try ; but the question was, wouid she S u gar Refi n i n £ Co. 


hold together until the water receded ? 

Time =, on slowly, the danger was 
such as made the stoutest hearts fail. The 
wind was blowing almost a hurricane, howl- 
ing and shrieking in a maniacal sort of agonv ; 
the vessel was crashing and bumping on the 


rocks, showing evident signs of breaking up. 
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esolation which is difficult to conceive and 

“a to adequately describe. 
our after hour passed in fearful suspense. 

The tide was falling now, it was true; it 
seemed to those on the rocks, however, to be 
doing so very slowly. The ship beat heavily, 
and the rushes cf the breakers continued. At 
last, towards midnight, the wind abated, the 
vessel became more easy, and settled down 
quietly in her rocky 

Hungry and balf perished with the cold, the 
men sheltered themselves as best they could in 
the black darkness from the biting wind and 
—— a —. —_ a -» 
mained o e weather bulwarks. Suddenly i ity: 
they were attracted by a bright lightin the Certificate of Strength and Purity p 
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strong relief against the black darkness of the | ———————_________________—_——_ 
J. PICOT, Paris, SOLE PROPRIETOR. 


bight. 
Ke this juncture Mr. Somers addressed them. 
** My men,” he said, “I want to say a few 


words of comfort and encouragement to you 
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all, as St. Paul did under similar circum- 
stances,” and he took up a Bible and read: “I 
Makes White Clothes Whiter. 















exhort you to be of good cheer, for there shall 
be no loss of any man’s life among you, but of 
the ship,” and he closed the book. 

**T have read this, my friends,” he continued, 
**for your comfort because it is as applicable to 
us as it was to St. Paul and his companions. 
God is able to answer prayer, and I believe 
that he will answer mine. It is not by many 
words that He is to be entreated, it is by 
simple faith and trust that His mercy is to be 
obtained. Situated as we are, with such a dis- 
play of His majesty and puwer before us, we 
feel our utter helplessness, but if we could only 
realize it He is watching over us as much now 
as when the sea is calm and the sun shining 
brightly ; therefore, I say again with St. Panl 
‘be of good cheer.’ I do not say it boastfully, 
but like him, ‘I have fought a good fight,’ but 
something tells me I have not yet finished m 
course, and it may be that God will give me all 
them that sail with me!” 

A wave of hope seemed to pass over the faces 
of the men as the old man’s clear voice came to 
them above the howling of the tempest. It 
was a sight which if seen would not soon be 
forgotten. Its grouping was both artistic and 
dramatic. The grand old man in the center, 
His figure tall and sinuous, the benign and 
trustful expression of his pale face, the light 
that beamed from his clear gray eyes, and his 
snow-white hair, all combined to make up a 
picture that no one could look on without ad- | 
miration and emotion, All through that long 
and anxious night they continued to watch and 
wait and ny Boe the succour that never came. 
Rockets had been fired, flares had been lighted, 
and guns had been fired, but there had been no 
answer. 

It was past two o’clock. The snow squalls 
had ceased, and here and there, through breaks / 
in the clouds, bright stars peeped forth for a 
moment and then disappeared again? The sky 
oe vine was wee one = eas oway in 
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Would the gale never cease! Would he 
day never break? These were the thoughts 
which passed through their minds, as they sat 
and watched for the first gray light of dawn 
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on the one side and the rock-bound coast on 
the other, and though Captain Jobson and Mr. 
Hurd were sweeping the sea with their glasses 
not a sign of coming succor could be discovered. 

Gradually the sky began to clear and the 
force of the gale abated, but the giant strength 
of the we rollers that broke on the reef did 
not seem in any way to be diminished. 

It seemed hard to die on such a day, hard to 
think of the darkness of death in the presence 
of such brilliant sunshine, but cold and hunger 
and the lassitude of —— was creeping over 
them, and hope vanished. 

The hours sped on, every minute was 

recious, and yet they seemed to drag on like 
ead. At times some one would steal out and 
climb into the rigging and peer eagerly into 
the distance, to see if help was coming, for to 
them it did not seem possible that upon the 
English coast they would be left to perish 
without some effort being made to save them ; 
but nothing could be seen. 

It was now past high water, and each suc- 
ceeding wave was carrying away some portion 
of the wreck, but the after part seemed so 
firmly fixed between the rocks as to defy the 
waves, ahd the round house still offered them 
a partial shelter. 

Suddenly there came a wild cry from the rig- 
ging, and then a man with a haggard face, and 
with a strange light in his eyes, burst into the 
cabin, crying, ‘‘Saved ! saved! !” and then he 
fell insensible on the deck as if he wasin a 


fit. 

While some tried to restore him to conscious- 
ness, others went out to see what had caused 
this extraordinary agitatgon ; among the latter 
was Captain Jobson, who, as soon as he got 
into the rigging, cried out in joyous tones 
“ Hurrah | boat? A boat! The lifeboat!” 

At this cry they all seemed to awake as from 
a stupor, and r Captain Jobson rushed into 
the cuddy ond burst into tears. 

Yes, it was indeed true, ni coming, 
but would it arrive in time? The boat was 
still far off, and every rolling sea which struck 
the wreck made it heave and quiver, as if in 
the throes of dissolution, and caused men to 
feel how frail was the tenor on which their 
lives depended. 

The lifeboat app ed nearer and nearer ; 
the suspense, the y of hope and fear, was 
painful, She came, dancing and — over 
the green waves, the oarblades flashing in the 
sunlight. 

It would be impossible to describe the tu- 
multuous joy of the poor half-drowned crea- 
tures on aboard the Abel Morris, as the 
boat each minute came nearer. She was to 
them like a reprieve from a sentence of death. 
They were all half frantic with expectation, 
except the captain and the mate, who saw from 
the situation of the wreck that unless they 
could effect a communication with the lifeboat 
there would be considerable difficulty in effect- 
ge reecue, 

t last, she was under their lee, and a 
line with a buoy attached was thrown over- 
board. It was picked up, and after a deal of 
veering and hauling, she was got safely along- 
side the wreck. The boat lifted and plunged 
and the ship, or what was left of her, groaned 
and creaked and rolled, and, therefore, the 
rescue was not made without much danger 
and difficulty. 

The two women and the child were the first, 
the latter was thrown in the air and caught by 
the lifeboat men. The two girls at the word 
8 a fearlessly into the men’s arms, and 
then followed Mr. Somers and the crew, and 
and last of all the mate and the captain. All 
saved |! 

The line was cast off, the two lugs were 
hoisted, and the lifeboat is opocding towards 
the land. Despair is over. ld and hunger 
is forgotten. Suspense is past. They are 
saved and the long sad vigil of the night seems 
like a dream that is passed. 

THE END, 





Next week: Stop Thief! by Florence Mar- 
ryat, author of Fighting the Air, &c. 





Soothing Magic. 

The unspeakable comfort in feeling pain pass 
away is well set forth by Mr. Albert Heege, 
Clayton, Mo., U.S. A., August 1, 1889, who 
says: ‘‘ I suffered fourteen — with a sprained 
wrist, and a swelling formed, growing larger 
and larger. It ceuapeeses’ as if by magic after 
using one bottle of St. Jacobs Oil.” It is the 
best remedy. 





Ia Terror of Death. 


“ You know,” said Manuel, ‘‘ what a sorrow- 
ful day for Tarragona was June 28,1811. But 
you cannot imagine the horrors attending the 
taking of the city. You did not see five thou- 
sand Spaniards perish in ten hours: you did 
not see houses and churches in flames; you 
did not see unarmed old men and — e568 
women slaughtered in cold blood ; you did not 
see the modesty of maidens, the dignity of 
matrons, the sanctity of nuns outraged. You 
did not see pillage and drunkenness minglins 
with lust and murder. You did not see, in 
short, one of the greatest exploits of the con- 

ueror of the world, the hero of our age, the 

emi-god Napoleon ! 

“IT saw it all! I saw the sick rise from the 
bea of suffering, dragging after them their 
sheets, like shrouds, to perish at the hands of 
foreign soldiers on the threshold over which 
tbe day before had passed the Viaticum! I saw 
lying in the street the body of a woman they 
had slaughtered, and at her side her infant 
still nursing at its dead mother’s breast. I saw 
the husband, with hands tied together, wit- 
nessing the dishonor of the wife ; children 
weeping with terror at the horrors that sur- 
rounded them ; despair and innocence takin 
refuge in suicide ; impiety insulting the dead. 

‘*Dangerously wounded and unable to take 
further part in the conflict, I fled for retuge to 
Clara’s house. 

“Full of anguish and terror, she stood at the 
window fearing for my life and risking her 
own to see me in case I should chance to pass 
through the street. 

“T entered and fastened the door, but my 
pursuers had already caught sight of Clara— 
and she was so beautiful ! 

‘They saluted her with a roar of savage joy 
and a burst of brutal laughter. A moment 
more and the door would yield to the axe and 
the flames. We were lost ! 

‘*Clara’s mother, carrying in her arms her 
year-old babe, led us to the cistern or reservoir 
of the house, which was very deep and which 
was now dry, as no rain had fallen for several 
months, and there we concealed ourselves, 
This cistern, the floor of which might measure 
some eight yards square, and which was 
entered by a steep underground flight of ptope. 
narrowed, toward the top, like the mouth of a 
well, and opened into the center of the court- 
yard, where a breast-work was built around it, 
above which two buckets were suspended from 
hooks attached to an iron bar for drawing 
water, 

**‘The child I have spoken of, whose name 
was Migue!. was Clara’s brother, that is to say, 
the youngest child of the unhappy woman 
whom the French had just made a widow. 

“Ia the cistern we four might find safety. 
Seen from the yard, the cistern seemed a 
simple well, The French would think we had 
made our escape by the roof. 

‘* They soon declared that such was the case, 
uttering horrible oaths while they rested them- 
selves in the shady yard, in the centre of which 
was the cistern. 




















































which descended until it touched the floor, 
** We scarcely dared to breathe. 
. “The bucket was drawn up again. 

*“* The well is dry !’ cried the soldiers. 

“** There must be water upstairs!’ exclaimed 
one. 

“** They are going away !’ we all said to our- 
selves. 

““What if they should be concealed in this 
well!’ cried a voice in Catalan. 

“It was a renegade !—a Spaniard who had 
betrayed us! 

“*“* What nonsense!’ responded the French- 
man ; ‘they could not have got down there so 
suddenly ! 

“** That is true,’ responded the renegade. 

“*They did not know that the cistern could 
be entered by an underground passage, whose 
door or trap, carefully concealed in the floor of 
a dark cellar, somewhat distant from the 
house, it would be almost impossible to dis- 
cover. We had, however, committed the im- 
prudence of lockin the iron grating which 
cut off the communication between the cistern 
and the passage, and we could not open it 
without making a great deal of noise. 

“‘Imagine, then, the cruel fluctuations be- 
tween hope and fear, with which we had list- 
ened to the dialogue carried on by those 
wretches on the very brink of the well. From 
the corners in which we were crouching we 
could see the shadow of their heads, moving 
within the circle of light on the floor of the 
c'stern. Every second seemed to us a century. 
‘*At this moment the babe Miguel began to 


y: 
*But at bis first whimper his mother 
silenced the sounds that threatened to betray 
our hiding place, pressing the infant's tender 
face into her bosom. 

‘*** Did you hear that?’ cried some cne in the 
yard above. 

***T heard nothing,’ responded another, 

*** Let us listen,’ said the renegade, 

‘* Three horrible minutes. passed. 

** Miguel struggled to get his voice, and the 
more closely his mother pressed his face into 
her bosom, the more violent were his struggles. 

“Bus not the slightest sound was audible. 

‘**It must have been an echo!” exclaimed the 
soldiers, 

** Yes, that was it!’ assented the renegade, 

“And they all took their departure, and we 
could hear the noise of their steps and the 
clanking af their sabers slowly dying away in 
the direction of the gate. 

* The danger was passed ! 

“But, alas! our deliverance had come too 


cr 


late. 

* Baby Miguel neither cried nor struggled 
pow. 

** He was dead !"— Translated from the Span- 
ish of Pedro de Alacron by Mary J. Serrano, 





Our Peculiar Predicament. 


Hero was the noblest specimen of doghood I 
had everseen. He had n presen to my 
wife as one of her wedding presents by a cou- 
sin of hers, and perhaps it was for this reason 
that we both thought more of this St. Bernard, 
singular gift though it was, than of many of 
the handsomest pieces of silver with which 
our friends had remembered us. 

One thing only worried us—the dog persisted 
in growing at such an alarming rate. Already 
he was higher than the railing on the piazz 
and, as Gertrude always made a pet of him an 
enjoyed having him in the parlor, 1 began to 
look forward with some apprehension to the 
time when she would be obliged to choose be- 
tween him and myself, for our cottage was a 
very tiny one, 

ut all = feats in this respect were utterly 
forgotten when Betty, our maid, rushed up to 
cur room one morning before breakfast and 
announced that Hero couldn’t be found. I felt 
in that moment that I wouldn't care if he grew 
to the size of an elephant, if only we him 


e. 

I cautioned Betty not to tell my wife the 
ne ws yet, then hurriedly finished my toilet and 
went out to the kennel to investigate into mat- 
ters myself. 

It was too true. The chain was broken, look- 
ing as if it had been cut by some sharp instru- 
ment, and the kennel was empty. Our noble 
dog had undoubtedly been stolen, 

Well, there was a dreadful time when Gert- 
rude found it ont, as find it out she had to 
before breakfast, as Hero was always consider- 
ed as much a part ot that meal as the coffee. 
She insisted on going out to the kennel herself, 
and wept and wrung her hands when she be- 
held its emptiness and the severed chain. 

** Oh, Dick,” she wailed, ‘it’s almost as bad 
as losing my wedding ring. Think, he was one 
of my presents! I’m sure something worse is 
going to happen.” 

Soenathing else did happen. Gertrude ina- 
sisted that I should stay away from town and 
scour the surrounding country in search for 
Hero, which I did ; and although [ did not find 
the dog, I did find the next day that I had 
missed the opportunity of selling a piece of pro- 
perty to old Richfellow, who dropped in, 
which would have netted me a commission out 
of which I could have purchased five hundred 
Heroes. 

A week went by, and no tidings of the miss- 
ing member of our family. I wrote a notice 
and had it pasted up in the post office, an- 
nouning that a handsome reward would be 
paid for the return of “the below described 


dog.” 

Teontet toadd ‘“‘and no questions asked,” 
but Gertrude declared that if the thieves got 
the reward they ought to be willing to bear the 
punishment, and no amount of argument on 
my part could convince her of the fallacy of her 
reasoning. 

The same notice was inserted in the county 
paper on Saturday, and anxiously we awaited 
the result. But it seemed as if there wasn’t 
going to be any; then, just as I thought I 
would attempt to re-open the argument with 
Gertrude on the “no questions asked” matter, 
Betty dashed into the dining-room one night 
with the breathless announcement: 

‘**Oh, missue, Hero's come back, and the boy 
says he wants the money.” 

We had a guest to dinner, but, without wait- 
ing to apologize, my wife and I maie arush for 
the rear regions, There, at the back door, 
stood one of those sallow faced, grave looking 
country boys who are a constant refutation of 
the time-worn assertion that town bred lads 
hive no chance for health with their cousins 
in the rural districts. 

**Hero!” cried Gertrude, and, regardless of 
the passementerie trimming on her skirt, she 
sank down upon her knees on the doorstep and 
threw her arms around the dog's neck. 

He seemed no less delighted, and licked her 
face till I interfered, and suggested that she 
had better ask the question she had reserved 
to herself the privilege of putting. But as the 
boy's response to each and every one was 
* Dunno,” she obtained but little satisfaction. 
Tne only other thing he wou'd say was ‘‘Gim- 
me de reward!” and, suddenly recollecting our 
deserted guest, I handed him a five dollar bill, 
and was glad to get rid of him at the price, 

Of course Hero was conducted in state back 
to the dining-room, and the rest of the venting 
was devoted to dog talk. But it was so grati- 
fying to see Gertrude her old gay self that I 
thought I could stand =7 refiections Gadser 

ht make on our qualities as hosts. 

e next morning I went to town in a more 
cheerful frame of mind than I had enjoyed for 
the t ten days. Hero back, the home life 
would flow on in the quiet, blissful grooves of 


ore, 
? Imagine, then, my horrified amazement on 


two Heroes! 





































come from, and—and which is our Hero ?” 


he must be our Hero,” I replied. 


ing animals critically. 


and we 
T can tell the difference. 
help us?” 


mind, 


we were wit 


the wrong—no, the right one, 
I wrote another notice, asking if any one had 
lost a St. 


first notice. And my friends read it and looked 
at me queerly, an 
two Heroes are still on our hands, and each 
night Gertrude meets me with the announce- 
ment that she has solved the vexed question, 
but as often is utterly unable to tell wh 

she had settled 


upon as being really ours. 


Meanwhile they are both growing, and the 


future looks ominous, 
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“*T'll just show you, Matilda, how I used to 
~ — to swing a pail of water around my 
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—— Without spilling a single drop.” 





Correspondence Coupon. 


The above coupon must accompany every graphclogical 
study eent in after Auguet 15. The Editor re questa corres- 
pondents to observe the following rules: 1. Graphological 
studies must consist of at least six lines of oniginal matter, 
including several capital letters. 2. Letters will be an- 
ewered in their order, unless under unusual circumstances. 
Correspondents need not take up their own and the editor’s 
time by writing reminders and requests for haste. 3. Quo- 
tations, scraps or postal cards are not studied. 4. Please 
address Correspondence Column. Enclosures unless ac 
companied by coupons are not studied. 


Myra.—You have not enclosed Correspondence Coupon. 
See rules. 

Dark —This very meagre study ie not sufficient for 
delineation. 

8S. D. M.—Patience, my frieod. Your turn will come, if 
it has not already. 

Maseray.—Please exert yourself to give me a longer 
study, and don’t forget to enclose ‘‘ Correspondence 
Coupon.” 

ApgLe p'A.—1. The pink powder is rouge and is ueed for 
polishing tortoise shell and severai other things. No, it is 
not ipjurious to the nails. 2. Writing does not seem 
sufficiently formed to make a satisfactory study. 

E. Tuom.—Noe. 1. ard 2 —Private studies are not sent 
without a fee. Surely your own common sense would tell 
you that editors time is too valuable to spend in giving 

rivate graphological studies to anyone who chooses to 

emand them. 

Lieut.—Writing shows a genial, hopeful ard kind nature, 
not free from selfishness, but with no narrowness or 
stingyness, impulse is strong but generally elevated, perse- 
verance good, and writer probably takes great delight in 
social intercourse and all of life’s pleasures, shows some 
tact and good judgment. 

Prairnts.—1. Writing shows intuitive perception, amia- 
bility, love of praiee, good sense and a well balanced na- 
ture, neither over hopeful nor deepondent. It lacke 
decision and firmness, but I fancy writer hae not arrived 
at an age suitable for delineation. The writing shows care 
and some taste. 2. See rules. Both are interesting 
studies. 

Avrrensa.—I cannct quite make out your nom de plume. 
Your writing shows marked individuality and seif-will, a 
strong impulse, and a determined opinion on m st sub- 
jects. You have little and are sometimes 
avy hee in judgment, but you earnestly wish to be jut 

tair, are probably given to argument and a pretty fair 
reasoner, have some sense of humor and no end of tenacity 
and grit. 

Donaxy.—Do you ever read my rules? Please do so. 
Your writing shows some » tenacity «f purpose, 
rather a sharp tongue temper, @ love of order, and 
thoroughness in work and pny. nat 6 very Piao 
ment. I think you are Pd tee poy go con- 
trary. You are rather fact and have no patience 
with dreamere, have good energy and probably are a good 
manager. 





** What does this mean ¢” I gasped, as much 
astounded at the spectacle as my wife had ex- 
pected me tobe. ‘‘ Where did this other one 


“* That is the awful part of it,” sobbed Gert- 
rude. ‘“‘Wedon’t know. They both answer 
to the name, and neither had a collar on. This 
one—the last one—came bounding into the 
yard this morning soon after you went away.” 

“Then, if he found his way back by himself, 
2 ** Which one 
is it?” and I advanced and surveyed the sleep- 


I—I—we don’t know,” responded Gertrude 
again. ‘The other one came out just then, 
t them mixed, and neither Betty nor 
Oh, Dick, can’t you 


I tried my best. I roused up the dogs and 
examined them closely, but could arrive at no 
definite conclusion. As fast as I decided that 
one was our Hero, some mark or act on the 
part of the other would cause me to alter my 


It was —, a terrible predicament. Here 

two great dogs on our hands, 
either one of which was aimost more than we 
could afford to keep, and yet we were afraid to 
give either one of them away for fear it would 


Bernard dog, and describing the 
animal in the same way as I had done in the 


nothing came of it. . The 


ich dog 


you severely? And do you wish a graphological study ; if so 
write again and tell me so, and I will attend to you. 
Ropert HaRLanv.—1. I shall not serve you as I did Mr. 
Potter, for he has evidently received a delineation, which I 
cannot make from your blotted and erratic lines. Am glad 
you like Sarurpay Niont, but do not quite understand 
reference to Toronto lady. She hae been away from here 
for months and certainly her name has not been mentioned 
during that time. Perhaps the fact of the thernometer 
— eighty-nine in the shade affected your chivalry, 
er 




















DensswaTHetTHA.—Your writing shows some imagination, 
candor, some self-eeteem but not enough to hurt, rather a 
focd disposition and temper, some determination and a 

iking for yourown way. I think you are apt to 

withcut thinking and toactin a like hesty manner, but 
your writing gives fair prcmise of a very fine character. 
I do not remember the letter you refer to but it must have 
been very bad if in the face of your handwriting I so char- 


acterized it! ™ — i . a 

Matta.—If you have given the servant your card wait 
until the takes it in, but if you know the mistrees of the 
house and the maid delays about showing you in, just dis- 
—_ with her and wa.k in yourself. There is generally no 

elay and the maid should show yc u to the door and open 
it for you. Our modern portieres make the drawing-room 
less secluded, and often the servant merely indicates the 
direction and goes away. Io attrange house, however, I 
should wish her to show me in, even if I had to waita mo- 
ment for her to close the hall door. 


Bat.—Writing shows some imagination, good persever- 
ance, rather an amiable temper, but subject to cloudy in- 
tervals, an equable disposition, pot dis d to great 
hurry, but rather easily depressed and not liable to endure 
patiently any severe strain, very strong likes and dislikes, 
a delicate nervous organization, good impulee, strong 
capability of « ffection, not much 8) mpathy, rather reserved 
and with siight tendency to critic’ze harshly, some sense of 
humor, but no original wit, rather observant and not at all 
answering to the traite of your nom de plume. .«: av fi 

Je fcis MARIS. 1. For enclosure see Rules, made in 
desperation by an over-run graphologist. Your writing 
shows originality, perseverance, ideality, erratic impulse, 
love of social intc;course and some sensitiveness. You 
desire to deeerve and receive the praise of others, and are 
sometimes impatient and not very contented. I don’t 
think your opinions are very decided, and they are apt ro 
change without much notice. I was sorry to hear you 
had been a victim to ‘‘ La Grippe.” How did I escape? 
Hope you are quite well now. It is so long since you 
wroteme. - - 

Jupas.—Writirg shows erratic impulse, probably in 
farcies and dislikes, strength, easy of manner, rather a 
talent for planning and rather a weakness for castle build- 
ing. You are optimistic, but not very buoyant, and your 
good senee often restrains you from the foolishness you 
would otherwise fal! into. You have some talent and 
tact, but you are rather set in your own way, and difficult 
to convert or convince. However, you are the individual 
who will not be liable to go hungry, if there is bread to be 
had anywhere, 

Sinyvt No. 2.—1. Your second letter just received with 
coupon attached. 2. Your writing shows originality, good 
temper, rather an erratic fancy,some hope, good judgment, 
perseverance, gentleness and sympathy. You are fond of 
praise, and usually deserve it, as — strive to do well what 
you undertake. Your writing is not thoroughly formed 

et, and gives promise of strong developments in the 

ture. You are fond of fun and rather sociably inclined. 
Maberry’s study was too small for delineation. I had just 
torn hers and yours up and thrown them in the waste 
paper basket when your letter came to-day. 


An Apmirner or Dickgens.—1. I do not think so; I am 
also a warm admirer. Your not having been able to re- 
member the name cf the story you ir quire about makes it 
rather difficult to discover who wrote it, don’t you think 
so? 2. Your writing shows an upright, honest and candid 
nature, with sufficient justice tempered by generosity. 
You are kind and goodhearted, though you lack the finer 
—— and sympathy that is such a power over men— 

ing plain spoken, truthful and sincere, but no ‘‘ man- 
ager.” You have keen appreciation cf humor, and rome 
imagination, and a lofty contempt for the emall things of 
life, that is almoet a defect. 

Horixors.—Your writing shows good talent, candour, 
some ideality, good energy, a bright and cheerful tempera 
ment, a ratbe> uncertain temper, and a suddenness of 
speech and force of opinion somewhat startling. You are 
truthful, and decided in your likes and dislikes, rather 
openhanded, erratic in your impulse but not given to 
flightiness. You have certain little cranks and peculiarities 
that are very original. I have received a letter from some 
friend of ycurs who wished to hurry up your delineation. 
I have answered you in your turn but was cross enough 
when I received your good friend's letter to set you back 
another week. 

Coxsox.—1. What a difficult question you have asked 
me! and how can I answer it without knowing the circum. 
stances? If at all dependent on his parents the young man 
would do well to consider their wishes, and in any case, 
such courtesy would dono harm, Of course there are cir- 
cumstances which are unusual. and in which be should 
decide independent of anyone, but as you have not stated 
such I cannot give you the opinion you require. On the 
subject you mention the young man of twenty-three cften 
has very erratic opinions. 2. Your writing shows great 
tenacity of purpose, hasty judgment, strong impulee, self- 
will, impatience and determination, good talent, some 
affectation or love of display. With all these headlong 
qualities it has also quickness of perception, good temper, 
a great desire for apprebation, sensitiveness and eur- 
ceptibility, rather a stirring disposition, by the way. For 
enclosure, please see rules 

£rar.—1. It is always euch a treat to come across your 
fine chirography—especially when it sete before me such 
nice items as this does. 2. About the riding lessons. You 
can get a horse and lessons from a veterinary surgeon on 
Bloor street east, just near Yonge. His name is Moasom, 
and he would be in every way a detirable teacher, being a 
fine ricer and a very gentlemarly fellow. 3 Your en- 
closure isa very strong study, showing great tenacity of 
purpose and immense capabilities of good ard evil, careless- 
ness of detail and gererally impatient and ill-considered 
thoughts. The Jack of finish in this hurried scrawl makes 
it hardly a fair test of character, but writer would say and 
do, in haste, just as he wr'tes, notin great measure to his 
credit. He would never be parrow or parsimonious, and 
generally rather good humored. [should think he would 
make the woman who loves him very happy and alro try 
her patience a good deal. But one can’t have such a 
character as this without some drawbacks 

Moxis.—You do not say whether you wish an afternco 
tea, high tea, or ordinary evening meai. For the former— 
rolled bread ard butter, coffee and tea, with sowe very tiny 
sandwiches and claret cup, lemonade aad ices, with maca- 
roons, sponge fingers, angel cake, and some fancy iced c. ke 
would be ample. For high tea—You would have salad and 
some scalloped fish, baked potatoes in milk, cold tor gne cr 
ham, jellied chicken, or cold roast duck, game is always 
suitable and oysters in season, and for the other courses 
you could have fruit and custards, hot tea biscuits or ‘ally 
luns. For the ordinary tea you could diepense with hot 
meats or potatoes and eerve cold ham or tongue, jim, tea 
biscuits, custards a=2 any fruit in season, berrv or peach 
shortcake is nice, tea and cx ffee or chocolste for beverages 
At the high tea light wine or shandy gaff might be intro- 
duced. 2. Your answer is given at once, as you ask ahout 
your tea, but I must ask you to notice that )our rc quest 
for graphological study was not accompanied by the 
** Correspondence Coupon "’ as rc quired 
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DIAMOND VERA CURA 


CURES DYSPEPSIA AND INDICESTION 


If you cannot get Diamond Vera Cura 
from your Druggist, send 25c. for sample 
box to 

CANADIAN DEPOT 


44 and 46 Lombard St. 
TORONTO. = - ONT. 































































Very Confusing. 

“Tubbs wouldn’t let h’ 
longer at the soda fountain.” 
** ‘What was the trouble?” 
“She got the winks mixed.” 


jJancee work any 





Sarah Bernhardt as Theodora. 





THE DIVINE SARAH 
WRITES A LETTER, 


DEAR MApAM,—The Recamier Preparations 
are the perfection of toilet articles. Please 
send me without fail, to-morrow, two dozen 
assorted for immediate use. 


SARAH BERNHARDT, 
To Mrs. Harriet Hubbard Ayer. 


RECAMIER CREAM tashionavic émax 

fashionable woman 

and prominent act- 

ress all over the world. It is the only krown 

preparation whose merits are attested to by 

physicians. It will preserve your youth, re- 

move all blemishes, and not only make but 
keep your face smooth and fair, 


Price $1.60 per Jar 


If your druggist does not keep the Recamier 
Preparations, refuse substitutes. Let him 
order for you, or order yourself from either of 
the Canadian offices of the Recamier Manufac- 
turing Company, 374 and 376 St. Paul street, 
Montreal, and 50 Wellington street East, 
Toronto. For sale in Canada at our regular 
New York prices, 


AMERICAN 
FAIR 
$34 Yonge Street, Toronto 


We opened on the 1st day of 
August 5,000 books, the _ best 
works of nearly all the great writ- 
ers that ever lived. Paper covers, 
25c. to 35c. books for ioc., or 3 
for 25c ; 12 mo. in beet cloth binding, 20c, pubicher’s 
price, $125; 12 mo in ordicary binding, 19c. No such 
value or complete assortment of books were ever seen in 
Toronto before. 

Hammocks in great variety, at wholesale prices; 48c. 
each up to $1.88. Baskets in great variety, 5c. up Cov- 
ered lunch baskets, 9c. up, only about half usual prices. 
Many are taking advantage of our sale of the 3 (00 albums, 
worth 400, each up to $10 tach. We are offeriss them 
from 10c. up to $4, one-quarter to one half usual prices. 
Our “ August Sale” will show you how to get goods at only 
a = of usual prices. A few quotations—Tarbox self- 
wringing mops, 34c; Royal Canadian clothes wringer, 
$2 85, worth $4; pins lc. per paper; Nonsuch stove polish, 
9c.; Sad irons, 3jc. per lb.; Mre. Potts’ irons, 92c.; best 
glase fly traps, 19c., worth 40c.—these are just the thing, 
neat and effective ; beet mixed birdseed, with cuttle bone 
in each Ib., 7c., worth 12c.; pocket and table cutlery, 
Rodgers and other good makers, at popular prices ; excel- 
lent table knives at l4c per pair; a fairly ¢ ood whip, full 
6 feet long, for 10c., worth 25c ; an excellent waterproof, 
$1; whip for 44c.; a good hinged and guarded lantern, 39c. 
worth 75c. Ne such great stock of fine goods was ever 
cffered in Toronto before, and the special prices we are 
making ought to insure their sale. 


W. H. BENTLEY. 






Some 
3 Chiidren 
p Growing 
Too Fast 


become listless, fretful, without ener- 
! gy, thin and weak. Fortify and build } 
; them up, by the use of 


~ SCOTT'S 
EMULSION 


OF PURE COD LIVER OIL AND 

HYPOPHOSPHITES 

Of Lime and Soda. 
Palatable as Milk. AS A PREVENTIVE OR > 
CURE OF COUGHS OR COLDS, IN BOTH 
i THE OLD AND YOUNG, IT 1S UNEQUALLED. 
! Genuine made by Scott & Bowne, Belleville. 
sO Wrapper: at all Druggists, 50c, and 
; $1.00. 
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| CURE FITS! 


When I say I cure I do mat mean merely to — on » 
hen have them return again, e 

a. he made the disease of FITS, EPILEP. 

SY or FALLING SICKNESS a life-long study. I warrant 

remedy to cure the worst cases. Because others have 

fallea is no reason for not now receiving @ cure. Send at 

once for a treatise and a Free Bottle of my infallible 


. Give EXPRESS and POST-OFFICE. 
remedy OOT, M. G.,_ 186 ADELAIDE ST. 
Wes, ORONTO, ONT. 


: GeTkED 
POWDER 


SUPPLIES A DAILY LUXURY. 
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ag NSERVATOpy 


FALL TERM OPENS SEPTEMBER 1 


courses in ALL 


Artists and Teachers graduating 
BRANCHES of Music. UNIVERSITY AFFILIATION. 


Scholarships, Diplomas, Certificates, Medals, &c. 


School of Elocution and Oratory 


Comprising one and two year courses, under the direction 
of Mr. 8. H. CLARK, a special feature. (Special Calendar 


issued for this department ) 
tee Page Conservatory Calendar 
address. EDWARD FISHER, Musical Director, 
Cor. Yonge Street and Wilton Avenue. 
Mention this paper. 


INCORPARATED 1891 








TORONTO COLLEGE OF MUSIC, Ltd. 
In affiliation with the University of Toronto. 
Gores GoopernaM, Esq. - - - President 
Musical education in all its branches. FALL TERM 

on Thursday, Sept. 5. Imtending pupils will do 

to register as early as possible. Information and 

calendar sent upon application to the University Director. 
F. H. TORRINGTON, 12 and 14 Pembroke St. 


WW. O. FORSYTH Studied the Piano 
e with the great German teachers—Krause, Rut- 
hardt and Zwintcher ; theory with S. Jadassohn, Schreck, 
Richard Hofmann (of Leipsic) and Dr. Paul Kleugel of 
Steuttgardt. 
7. Every care given to piano pupils, both profes- 
and amateur, and the most — methods taught 
in developing a perfect technique, interpretation and style. 
Teronte College of Music or 112 College Street. 


Miss WOOLRYCHE, 

Graduate of Leipzig (stadied with Teichmuller, 
Zwintecher, Quasdorf). Experienced teacher. Will receive 
pupils ia Piano and Harmony at her residence, 70 Wellesley 

Toronto. Open for‘concert engagements. 
S H, CLARK 
*. 


DIRECTOR 
Conservatory School of Elocution 
(Open for Concert engagements and evenings of Readings.) 
532 Church Street 
Miss MARGUERITE DUNN, BE. 


Graduate of the National School of Elocution and 
Oratory, Philadelphia, 


Teacher of Eloeution and Voiee Culture 


Open for concert engagements and eveuings of reading. 
369 Wilten Avenue 


Teaches but two subjecte—piano playing and 


R. J. W. F. HARRISON 


Organist and Choirmaster of St. Simon's Church and Musical 
Director of the Ontario Ladies’ College, Whitby. 


@rgan, Piano and Harmony 
94 Gloucester Street 


R. W. E. FAIRCLOUGH 
Fellow of the College of Organiste, London, Eng., 
and O ist and Choirmaster of All Saints’ Church, To- 
ronto, is prepared to give lessons in Organ and Piano play- 
ng, Singing, Harmony, &c. 
r. Fairclough undertakes to prepare candidates for 
musical examinations. Address— 
TORONTO COLLEGE OF MUSIO. 


(LATE OF THE ROYAL 

A.S. V OG Conservatoi Leipzig, 

y) Organist and Ohoirmaster Jarvis Baptist 
Church, Toronto, teacher of 

Piano, Organ and Musical Theory 


at the Toronto College of Music 
Residence 349 Jarvis Street. 


LLorp N. WATKINS 
303 Church Street 
Guitar, Mandolin and 





Thorough instruction on Banjo 
Zither. 


STAMMERING 


CHURCH'S AUTO-VOCE METHOD. No fees in 
vance. 249 Jarvis Street, Toronto, Ont. 


ALTER DONVILLE 


TEACHER OF VIOLIN 
Pupil of Prof. Carrodus, Trinity College, London, Eng. 
$ Buchanan &t., and Toronte College of Music 


ONTARIO LADIES COLLEGE 


WHITBY, ONT. | 





Teachers’ Certificates and University work up to the 
third year provided for in the regular couree. 


A thorough Conservatory of Music, and fully equipped 
achools of Art, Elocution and Commercial branches 


Apply to PRINCIPAL HARE, Ph. D 
THE LEADING 
CANADIAN 
COLLEGE 


FOR YOUNG WOMAN 


ST. THOMAS, ONT. 


200 Students 


PRINCIPAL AUSTIN, B.D 


MISS VEALS’ 


BOARDING AND DAY SCHOOL 


FOR YOUNG LADIES 
50 and 52 Peter Street, Toronto 


Courses or Stupy — English, Mathematice, Classics, 
Modern Languages. Superior advantages in Music and 
Art Resident native German and French teachers. Home 
care and refinement combined with discipline and thorough 
mental training 


WANTE 
100 Ladies and Gentlemen 


TO LEARN 


Shorthand, Bookkeeping 


TO TAKE 
Lucrative Positions in Offices 


| 


Over 


Address— 





AND 


Typewriting 





Over 1400 pupils attended this school during past four 
years. 
The entire charge until proficient is #5 


zs ( C- per 
a cay a 


“J A GORMALY 





sent free to any 


J W. L. FORSTER 


Portraits a Specialty ARTI ST 





STUDIO 81 KING 8ST. EAST refitted, offers great te to the pul 
AMILTON MacCARTHY, R.C.A., | Zhe Dining room © suoloe, while the WINES and LIQUORS 
SOULPTOR. Artist of the Col. Williame and Ryer- | {lly arranged Quality, and the ALES cannot be 
= ee. — = Children’s Portraits. Studio | Telephone 1090. HENRY MORGAN, etor. 
aa ; "THOMAS MOFFATT 
S Fine Ordered Boots and Shoes 


Photographs of all sizes 


F, 4. SEFTON 
DENTIST 


172 Yonge Street, next door to Simp- 
son’s Dry Goods Store 








ELDRIDGE STANTON, Photographer 
116 Yonge Street and 1 Adelaide Street West 


Sunbeams 81 per doz. 


THE MERCHANTS’ RESTAURANT 
6 and 8 Jordan 


reet 


145 Yonge Street, Toronto 





HOMEOPATHIC PHARMACY 


394 Yonge Street, Toronto 


Keeps in stock Pure Homeopathic Medicines, in Tinctures. 
of Milk Globules. 


Dilutions, and Pellets. Pure 8u 


Books and a Medicine Cases from $1 to $12. Orders 
for Medicines Books a ae to. Send for 
Pamphlet. D. L. THOMPSON, Pharmacitst. 


WALL PAPER 


IMPORTATIONS 


ARE UNEXCELLED FOR VARIETY AND BEAUTY 
OF DESIGN. ALL GRADE AND PRICES 


76 KING STREET WEST 
TORONTO 


a 
This well-known restaurant, having been recently en- 
larged and inducemen 


A good fit guaranteed. Prices moderate. Strictly first-class. 


McCAUSLAND & SON’S 


NEW DENTAL OFFICE 


Lately opened by M. F. SMITH 


as well as comfortable accommodation. 


Canada Life Assurance Building, King 8t. West 


Office hours—9 a.m. to 9 p.m. 


applies only to those ge’ 
* Air or Gas,” and extracting absolutely free. Best 
on rubber, $8 ; on celluloid, $10. 


C. H. .RIGGS, 


TELEPHONE 147 


C A. RISK- 
DENTIST 


86 Yonge Street, near King Street 
First-class patronage solicited. 


(Late over Molsons Bank) is superior to anything of the 
kind in this country in the perfectness of its fittings, etc., 


WILL ADMINISTER THE “VITALIZED AIR” OR 
‘* Nitrous Oxide Gas,” free during the months of May 
and June. This offer holds good only for a short time, 
and ing in tes. —— 


, Cor. King and Yonge 


Graduate and Medalist of Royal College of Dental Sugeons 


MEDICAL, 


D® Cc. C. JOB, 74 Pembroke Street 
Homecopathist and Medical Electrician 


Asthma, E St. Vitus Dance, Dia’ Ungina 
Pectoris, New. a, Constipation and all chronic 
difficult or obscure apyspect 


LADIES—All ente and enlargements of the 
womb cured, ent new and pleasant. 


R. SPILSBURY—Diseases of Throat, 
Nose and Ear. 
210 Huron Street, first door north College 
Consultation hours- 9 to 11 a.m., and 2 to 4 p.m. 


R. YOUNG, L.R.C.P., London, Eng, 
Phyeician and Surgeon 
Residence 145 Coll Avenue, Hours 12 til) 


8 p.m., and Sundays. Tel e 8499. 


Office 26 McCaul Street. Hours 9 till 11 a.m., and 
7till9 p.m. Telephone 1685. 


OHN B. HALL, M.D., 326 and 328 Jarvis 
Street, HOM@OPATHIST 

Specialties— of Children and Nervous Diseases 
of Women. Office hours—11 to 12 a.m. and 4 to 6 p.m. 








MARBRIAGE LICENSES, 
Jean LAWSON, Issuer of Marriage 
Licenses. 
Office, 4 King Street East. 


DR. MCLAUGHLIN | __frviarsstresisence, 461 onoren street, _ 
DENTIST G5. EAKIN, Issuer of Marriage Licenses 


Corner College and Yonge Streets 


Special attention to the preservation of the natural teeth 














WALKING SHOES 


FOR SPRING TRADE 


There will be a larger trade than ever 
in these goods this year. We always 
lead in Variety, Style, Durability. 


See our stock before purchasing 
elsewhere. 


H. & C. BLACHFORD 


87 and 89 King 
Street East 
Torente 


Shoes for Muskoka 

Shoes for the 1000 Islands 
Shoes for Niagara 

Shoes for the Seaside 
Shoes for the Camp 


Pickles’ Great Shoe Parlor 


328 YONGE STREET 


aga, REMINGTON 
| \e Pi STANDARD 
a AP TYPEWRITER 


The Leading Edueational Institutions 


are adopting the Remington to the exclusion of all 
other Typewriters. 


Machines sent to any part of Ontario on rental for prac- 
tice or office work. G a. 


EORGE BENGOUG 


Telephone 1207. 4 Adelaide Street West, Toronto. 








The Home Savings & Loan Co. Ltd 


OFFICE: 78 CHURCH STREET, TORONTO 


$500 ooo to loan on Mo: and large 

y sums. Reasonable rates of interest 

and terms of repayment. No valuation fee charged. 

HON. FRANK SMITH, AMES MASON, 
President Manager. 





J. YOUNG 


LEADING UNDERTAKER 


847 Yonge Street, Toronto, 
TELEPHONE 679. 


TNE 
PACIFIC Ky. 


Commencing Friday, July 3 


Through Sleeper 


FROM 


TORONTO 


PORTLAND 
OLD ORCHARD 


ON THE pe COAST, 
n 


and to all 
WHITE MOUNTAIN RESORTS 
EVERY TUESDAY and FRIDAY 
Returning, leave Old Orchard E very Monday 
and Thursday, running through to 
Toronto during Summer Season 


A special U. 8. Officer at Union Station to examine 
beagage. For rates and full information apply to any 
C. P. R. Ticket Agent. City Ticket Office— 


118 King St. West, 24 York St. 
Board of Trade Building, and 1216 Queen St. W., Parkdale. 
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U. & J. LUGSDIN 


THE LEADING 


Hatters and Furriers 


101 Yonge Street TORONTO 
Telephone No, 2575 


JAMES PAPE 
FLORAL ARTIST 


78 Yonge Street, Toronte 
Three doors north of King Street, 


Specialties for Weddings and Evenin 
Designs on the shortest Sales. vening Parties. Funeral 


-: NEW MUSIC --: 


RIGHT HON, 


Sir Joho A. Macdonald's 


FUNERAL MARCH 











By Chas. Bohner...... Price 40c 
"VARSITY SCHOTTISCHE 
By 8. D. Schultz...... Price 3650 


Avery pretty and popular schottische 


We carry everything found in a 
first class music house, and all the 
most Porutar Vocau and Inarrv- 
MENTAL Music carried in stock- 


WHALEY, ROYCE &CO. 
158 Yonge St., Toronto 





622 Queen St. West 


Court House, Adelaide Street 
and 146 Carlton Street 


DRESS AND MANTLE MAKING 


The most stylish designs for the coming season, at 
moderate prices. 








MRS A. JAMES 
153 Richmond Street - . * Toronte 
Between York and Simcoe Streets. 
MILLINERY 
~ See our complete and well 
ns assorted stock this season. 
ts Latest and leading styles, 
newest designs. A ly 


quirements of each customer. 
Dress and Mantle 
Making Our Art 
Perfect fit, combined with 
elegant style and fine work. 
Leave orders early to ensure 
prompt attention. 


DRESS CUTTING 
taught daily , ay New 
le d for il- 


circular. Induce- 


lustra 
“ments to agents. 


Established 1860 
3. & A. CARTER, 372 Yonge St. . 


Toronto 


DRESSMAKERS’ 
Magic Scale 


The Tailor System of Cut- 
ting Improved and 
Simplified 


COMPLETE IN ONE PIECE 
MISS CHUBB, Gen. Agt. 
Waist Linings and Dresses Cut 
CORSETS 





—_, _ order. Satisfaction guar- 
256 1-2 Yonge St. 





(Just south of Trinity Sq.) 


TAKE THE FAST STEAMER 


Empress of India 


Daily at 7.30 a.m. and 3 40 p.m. from Geddes’ Wharf, for 


St. Oatharines, Niagara Falls, Buf- 
falo, New York 


and all points east. Tickets at all G. T. R. and Empress 
Ticket Offices. Very low rates to Excursion parties. 


RAND NATIONAL 
Hack and Cou 
Stables, 108 Mutual a 
Handsome turnouts 
with careful drivers 
any time day or night. 
j Telephone 2104 
y Arthur M. Bowman 
i Proprietor 


FOR THE TEETH AND BREATH 








Endorsed by the following well-known Toronto dentists 
Dr. A. W. Spaulding 
Dr. C. P. Lennox 
Dr. F. H. Sefton 
Dr. J. A. Mills 


PREPARED BY 


Neil C. Love & Co. 


CHEMISTS AND PERFUMERS 


166 Yonge Street 


FOR SALE AT ALL 
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ASK FOR THEM. 


MAYBE 
YOU 
HAVE 

A BOY? 


PERHAPS YOU'RE PROUD OF HIM 


Then bring him to us. We will 


clothe him with neatness and fash- 
ion FOR LITTLE MONEY. 


T. K. ROGERS 


TORONTO 
Cor. Hackney Street 
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Out of Town. 
(Continued from Page Two.) 
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bons; Miss Fenton, pink china silk, Miss E. 


Fentor, blue cashmere, white muslin waist 
Miss Mary Donavan, green muslin ; 
Miss F. Smith, peach colored-satin; Miss 


and sash ; 


Barker, blue and white silk, trimmed with 
white ribbon velvet ; Miss Bate 
and cream striped muslin; Miss Bernard, 
black satin ; Miss Heward, black lace. 

A panic was caused among the many friends 
of Herbert Syer a few days ago by a vision of the 
dark-eyed youth in question sturdily endeav- 
ouring to gain control of his peor horse, 
which was galloping madly down the main 
street. The lines, however, were in the stron 
and determined hands of a very self-posses 
young whip, and after a short battle the horse 
stood quietly behind a rather damaged village 
cart, and—in the rear—a group of interested 
and anxious friends, 

The concert held in the pavilion at the 
Quaeen’s last Friday evening under the auspices 
of the Niagara Curling Club was one of the 
best of the season. The talent engaged by the 
committee was exceptionally , and those 
present enjoyed a most thoroughly delightful 
evening. 

All those taking part were well received and 
heartily encored, but never perhaps has Mr, 
Ramsay been so enthusiastically received as he 
was on Friday. At the conclusion of ever 
song prolon and deafening applause gain 
an encore, which was again encored in spite of 
repeated attempts on the part of the 
chairman, Rev. J. C. Garrett, to announce 
the next song on the programme. The 
attempts, however, were only  good- 
naturedly made as a matter of torm, 
the chairman oe enjoying the situation 
as heartily as the audience, Mr. Mundie also 
scored a great triumph, receiving a most en- 
thusiastic burst of ——— upon each appear- 
ance. Among the audience which was a fairly 
Jarge one, were quite a number of the bowlers, 
who, however, appeared to find the veranda 
cooler and more inviting than the long roads of 
seats inside. A few of those present were: 
Mr. G. Geddes, Miss Russell, Miss A. Boulton, 
Mr. Scott, Mr. and Mrs, Le Jendre, Mr. and 
Mrs. D. B. Macdougall, Miss and Miss E. 
Heward, Miss M. e, Mr. H. Syer, Mr. J. G. 
Heward, Mr. B. Morrison, Mr. C. and Mrs, 
Milloy, Mr. Fleischmann, Mr. Coulson, Mrs, H. 
Hewgill. 

As is usually the case the week preceding 
the tennis tournament and its accompanying 
gaieties, the hop last Saturday evening was 
not quite the success — hoped it would be, 
The room was fairly well filled, but numbers 
of familiar faces were missing. Among those 
who were present were: Mr. and Mrs, A. G 
win Miss Folwell, Lieut. and Mrs. Irvine, Mr. 
and Mes, Martin Burrell, Miss B. Paffara, Mr. 
E. aud Mrs, P. Ball, Mr. and Mrs, W. Dickson, 
Lieut, and Mrs. Heasiland, the Misses Dona- 
van, Mr. Squires, Mr. Downey, Miss Sherry, 
Mr. G, Toller, Miss Kingsmill, Mr. W. and Miss 
Boulton, Mrs. D. B. ougall, Mr. G. and 
the Misses Heward, the Misses ulton, Mr, 
H. Hunter, Mr. and the Misses Russell, Mr. Hi. 
Syer, Mr. Nelles, Miss Godson, Miss Hender- 
son, Mr. and Miss Milloy, Mr. Gurrey, Miss 
Hatch, Mr. J. Garvin, Mr. and Mrs. Le Jendre, 
Mr. Coulson, Mr. S. Morrison, Miss McCollum, 
the Misses Bernard. A few of the dres-es 
worn were: Mrs. Goodwin, white tulle over 
nile green silk; Miss Snore heliotrope siik ; 
Miss Folwell, nile green silk, deep flounce of 
white lace; Mrs. Irvine, blue silk and white 
lace, blue and white striped waist ; Miss Hen- 
derson, white china silk ; Miss Donavan, black 
lace heavily trimmed with jet; Miss E. Ber- 
nard, gray cashmere trimmed with jet, Miss 
M. Donovan, light, biscuit-colored cloth, trim- 
med with garnet velvet ; Miss Kingsmill, gray, 
with crimson silk waist. 

Miss Daisy Ince, assisted by Miss Birdie 
Warren, entertained about ten or fifteen little 
invited guests last Saturday afternoon. Games 
and ageneral romp were merrily indulged in, 
after which followed a dainty and delicious 
tea, presided over by the little brown-eyed 
hostess. 

Loud expressions of regret were heard on 
every side when the announcement was made 
on Tuesday that the concert of that evening 
was the last but one which Mr. Ramsay would 
hold out at the Amphitheatre this season. Had 
it not been for the pleasant entertainments 
which the Chautauqua favorite has once or 
twice a week arranged, not only for the cot- 
tagers and guests of the hotel, but for hundreds 
from the surrounding country, the season 
would have been far less pleasant than it has 
been. Every concert given by Mr. Ramsay has 
been remarkably well attended, and during 
the remainder of the season it will be difficult 
for his host of admirers to find any amusement 
equal to the pleasant evenings they have spent 
at the Amphitheatre. In the programme for 
Tuesday evening he was assisted by Mrs. Ram- 
say, Mrs. Thompson, Mrs, Peckham, and Master 
Bert Thompson. Among the audience, which 
was hardly as large as usual, I noticed Mr. H. 
Hunter, Mr. A. C. and the Misses Howe, Mr. 
and Mrs. D. Macdougall, Mrs. Russell, Mr. J. 
and Miss E Russell, Mr. and Mrs. Paffard, the 
Misses Paffard, Miss Blake, Mrs, Anderson, 
the Misses Heward, Mr. F. and Miss Rosamond 
Geddes, Mr. F. and Miss Geale, Mr. H. Syer, 
Mrs, Thompson, Miss Wilkinson, Mr. J. G. 
Heward, Mr. King, Mr. Warren, Mr. and Mrs. 
C. Ball, Miss K, Ball. 

Mr. and Mre. A. Goodwin and Miss McCol- 
jum were the guests last Sunday of Mrs. G. 
Barnard. 

Mr. Syer has returned from Chicago. 

Mr. F. Geale is spending his ho idays with 
relatives in town. 

Mre. R. G. Dickson of Galt is upontive a few 
days at Rosslyn, the gnest of Mrs. D. B. Mac- 
dougall. 

Mr. Ernest Ball, who has been spending his 
holidays in town, has returned to Torouto. 

Mr. H, Hunter of Toronto is the guest of Mr. 
A. C, Howe, 

Mr. R. G. Dickson is in town. 

Mr. and Mrs. M Burrell of Louth spent last 
Sunday with friends in town. 

Miss Godson is the guest of Mrs. P. Beale. 

GALATEA, 


BIG BAY POINT, 


The Stoves guests registered at the Robin- 
son House during the past week: Miss Alma 
Barton, Mr. F. R. Bull, Miss Birdie Irvine, 
Mrs. John Starfish, Mr. John O'Connor, Mr. J 
M. Whitworth, Mr. James E. Duke, Mr. E. 
Berkinshaw and son, Miss Kilross, Miss 
Mianie O'Connor, Miss E. A. Ford, Miss 
Madelaine Stern, Mr. and Mrs. W. J. Elliott, 
Mr. S. B. Hayes, Mr. Charles Reid, Miss 
Geraldine Millard, Mr, Howard Millard of 
Toronto, Mr. John Henderson, Mr. W. H. B. 
Spotton, Mr. J. A. Thompson, Mr. John Step- 
hens, Mrs, and Miss gee of Barrie; Prof. 
Heary J. Cody of St. tharines, Mr. A. D. 
Bennet of Milwaukee, Wis., Mr. J. Bray of 
‘Stouffville, Mr. Alex. Hardie of Strathallan, 
Miss A. Summers of Welland, Miss Essie Ken- 
nedy of Barrie, the Misses L and F. M. Brig 
ham, Mr, C. Crease, Mr. William Campbell of 
Barrie, Mr. D. Hileekleg of Hamilton, Mr. T. J. 
D. Norman, Mr, A. W. Wilkinson, Mr. F. J. 
Crease, Mr. John F, Lennox, Mr. Will D. B. 
Sory, Mr. James C. Mitchell, Mr, James H. 
McCurry, Mr. T. Herbert Lennox, Mr. F. J, 
Bemrose, Mr. H. F. McLeod, Mr. Fred Steven- 
son, Mr. J. Crawford of Barrie. 

essrs. Johnson, Al. Binno, W. W. Forsythe 
and Holmes of Newmarket spent afew days at 
the Point this week. 

Mr. and Mra, McConnell and family of 
Toronto have taken up their residence for the 
balance of the summer in the Peninsular Park 
Hotel. It is understood that in another year 
this hotel will be opened to the public, 
number of improvements are to be mace on 
the hotel and grounds which will place this 


few of the dresses’ worn were: Miss Dixon, 
reen muslin ; Misa Donavon, green china and 
hite watered silk, green and white ribbons ; 
Mrs. Heasiland, black silk and jet; Mrs, 
Irvine, black net, crimson silk waist and rib- 


e blue pink 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. if 


Ste King Street Silk Market 
—THE BON MARCHE’S— 


Great Show of Silks, Brocades, Ete. 


COLORED SILKS BLACK SILKS 


Barrie, the usual habitues divided themselves 
between the two taffy pulls which were held on 
Pure Silk Surahs (newest shades) Black Pure Silk Merveilleux 
26c, worth 40c 40c, worth 7Ec 


"Sisae: dred Monnen and Will Wiikinson 
Pure China Silks (latest colorings) Black Pure Silk Gros Grain 
25c, worth 60c 50c, worth 75c 

















































of Barrie spent Sanday last at Comollye 


mp. 

Quite a number went to Orillia per steamer 
Lillie to witness the Orillia-Beaverton lacrosse 
match. Comollye Camp went per steamer 
Annie C, Hill. 


PORT COLBORNE, 


The Humberstone Club have their summer 
cottages—about fifteen in number—at a de- 
lightful spot on Lake Erie about a mile from 
Port Colborne. Mr. Peter McIntyre of Mem- 
phis, Tenn., is president, and Mr. B. C. Avery 
is general manager. Following is a list of 
members who with their families are onaies 
the summer here: Mr. J. N. Falls, . Fors- 
dick, Mr. P. McIntyre, Mr. Stewart, Mrs. 
Goyer of Memphis, Mr. William Gearig of 
Baton Rouge, Mr. John Barkley, Mr. Morris 
of New Orleans, and Mr. H. S. Mara, Mr. C. H. 
Nelson, Mr. W. C. Matthews of Toronto. And 
of their families and guests now here are the 
following: Miss and Miss Minnie Falls of 
Memphis, Miss and Miss Lillie Morris of New 
Orlears, Mr. and Mrs, Fred Nelson of Mon- 





































treal, Mrs. Small of York, Penn., Mrs. Wetter, 


Baton Rouge, Miss Barkley of New Orleans 
Mrs, and Miss Taylor, Miss and Miss Mabel 
Cochrane, Miss and Miss Ida Stewart of Mem- 
pe Miss Mary and Miss Susie Mara of 

oronto, Miss Avery, Miss McIntyre, Miss 
Wetter of Memphis, Mr. W. and Mr. Hender- 
son Barkley of New Orleans, Mr. Hy. Wetter, 
Mr. Lawson Falls of Memphis, r. McC. 
Gearig of Baton Rouge, Mr. Eugene Snowdon 
of the Continental National Bank, Memphis, 
Mr. Robert Allen Hurt of the Superior Court, 
Jackson, Tenn., Mr. Walter Keith of Nashville, 
Tenn., and Mr. and Mrs. William Goulding, 
Mr. and Mrs, Brandon, Mr. and Mrs. H. B: 
Warren and Mr. Candee of Toronto, 

By the kind invitation of one of the members 
of the club [ had the pleasure of spending a 
few days this week in the delightful coolness 
and bright sunlight of this sylvan retreat. 
Toronto people who have not been here can 
not imagine the beauties and perfection of this 
place as asummer resort. (Tnis is not an ad- 
vertisement inasmuch as the club membership 
is complete.) But it will be interesting to 
know what we have so near home, and what 
we miss by going to the sea side. First, then 
the cot are most picturesque in construc- 
tion, and are situated in one of the most en- 
chanting groves imaginable and stretching 
along the front of the grove, and gently slop- 
ing to the blue and sparkling waters of Lake 
Erie, ‘is a smooth —, beach affording the 
very best bathing facilities. Then there are 
many natural attractions, principal whereof is 
sugar loaf mount, and from whose summit a 
grand panoramic view can be had of the sur- 
rounding country. 

Next, I must speak of the cooking arrange- 
ments. The meals are ali served at the club 
dining hall, where Mr. Avery has a very effi- 
cient staff and can really astonish one with the 
completeness of his bill of fare, for truly I was 
eee the evening we arrived, and what with 
the brilliant lighting of the whole grove, build- 
ings and all, and the dazzling brightness of 
many eyes T felt somewhat embarrassed at 
first, and that may in part account for my in- 
credulity on looking over the Menu, but there 
was no sham about it, everything proved to be 
what thecard called for, and, what is more, 
the cooking was right toa turn. This idea 
of having meals served at acommon dining 
hall is  certainl the desideratum for 
the attainment of rest and comfort by the 
ladies at their cottages. Tney have no work, 
no worry about servants and commissariat, 
and what though they do miss for a time the 
ay exhilerating aroma of boiled cauliflower 
and the sweetly insidious fried onion. Losses 
— equal to these have been borne before. 

s to the manner of spending one’s time here 
I must simply say that we all go in for com- 
fort, and though there is good fishing the boat- 
ing and bathing is more attractive, as are also 
the lounging and loitering in quiet nooks and 
following the sinuosity of the winding paths 
where slanting rays of sunlight alternate with 
rich deep and somber shadows—so conducive to 
day dreams those heavenly concomitants of 
the ideal summer resort. But I must not 
ramble here, whatever I did at Humberstone 
Club, Then the large hall is used for dancing 
once a week, and the floor is perfect for that 
purpose, and although the ladies dress in 
charming muslins and general fluffiness the 
men are supposed to come in their flannels. 
The scene is accordingly very right; the 
music sufficient to meet the approval of the 
most fastidious dancers and the refreshments 
are served at small tables by the ten or twelve 











Miss Compton of Memphis, Miss Ada Favrot of 


























All Silk Merveilleux (all colors) 
39c, worth 65c 


French Moire Silks (new colorings) 


35c, worth 70c 


Pure Silk French Failles 


85c, worth $1.50 


| Black Pure Silk Gros Grain (very heavy) 


75c, worth $1 50 


Black French Luxor Silk 


$1.00, worth $1.50 


| Black Pure Silk French Faille 


85c, worth $1.50 


Royal Armure Silks (good colors) | Black Pure Silk Rich Brocades 
75c, worth $1 75} 


Rich Colored Silk Brocades 
$1.00, worth $2.00 


$1.00, worth $2.00 


| Black Pure Silk Royal Etoffe 


$1.25, worth $2.50 


NOTE—The immense stock of silks we carry enables us to match almost any 
shade customers may require, thereby saving ladies the trouble of going from one 


store to another. 


Send for samples. 


THE BON MARCHE, 7 and 9 KING STREET EAST 








BO BOS MS 
FRECKLES, TAN, BROWN SPOTS. Ete. 


Where the skin is injured through the use of poisonous preparations, 
Creme de Venus will restore it to a healthy condition. It is not a Cos- 
metic, but a scientific remedy. 


HAVE YOU A HEADACHE? 


TRY GERMAN HEADCAHE POWDER. Instant relief is guaranteed. 
This powder contains neither antipyrine nor any opiate. Its action is 


DE 


reliable and perfectly harmlese. 
ASK YOUR DRUGGIST FOR THOSE STANDARD REMEDIES. 


JOP M0 
ayoepeoy  uemaay 








PIANOS 
= HIRE = 
MASON & RISCH'’S 


Parties desiring pianos for hire for the coming season will 
please notify us of their requirements as soon as possible, so as 





to prevent disappointment later on. 


Mason & Riscu, 
32 King Street West. 








A 
Short | 
Sharp 


Snappy 
Sale 
at 


McKENDRY'S 


The last four days of August. 
SaturRpDAY NIGHT can only let its 
readers know of two of the days, 

To-day, SATURDAY, 
and 


MONDAY, the last day of 


August. 


Stock-taking has been complet- 


oe Ser tn ike tana wa cael ed, but we have a few thousand 
given at private houses—the two or three which — 
dollars worth of goods that must 


I attended were model in every way. Miss Mary 
Mara and Miss Ada Favrot as pianists were cer- 
tainly delightful and Miss Taylor’s vocal solos 
were received with raptures of applause. These 
and certain others here whose names are given 


own town, even of his own most hackneyed 

rsonal experiences, and he will eagerly devour 

t, laud it among his neighbors and friends, 

and effect for it a commercial wage. He 
e 


33 = 





DANCING - 33 not be carried over. 
Prof. Davis be done with em? We'll sell ‘em. 


What shall 


= — as — = one of | is so illogical in = ae - ti . of = 
continu elight, e characteristic features | that you frequently feel justified In ignoring I oF ‘ a0 a Re sg i 
tthe wineb te, benaty, fabeoment and | bim TTeenaer os aplaning your yarns for WILL OPEN HIS Price no object. We mean busi- 
musical ability. What more can one desire? | for somebody else. syé “¢ ’ - 
What wonder that our hearts are ours no But that ‘“‘ somebody else” is a most shadow ness; if you come you lI Say So; 
longer! Oh, those bewitching southern girls! | personage. If a novelest does not sell wit ' Bic . , ; 

it's entirely a question of 


One used to sing Maryland, my Maryland. 
But that is now to be somewhat varied—Baton 
Rouge ! My Baton Rouge! etc. ENCHANTED. 





His Majesty the Average Reader. 


The novelist who studiously concerns himself 
with the tastes of the aver: reader is either 
made or lost, and on certain occasions he is 
both. If he writes purely for popularity he 
now and then attains it, but more often quite 
misses it; andif he writes for popularity and 
attains it he is not seldom wofully self-dissatis- 
fied. It isa general article of faith that the 
novelists with plethoric pocketbooks are the 
happiest of their class; but much as the best 
of us love a fair wage for work honestly done, 
those who possess any literary ideal whatever 
desire emolument of a less tangible sort. I 
recall being once greatly astonished to 
hear a writer of rather cheap tales in 
a decidedly inferior journal say that the 
authors whom he chiefly enjoyed reading were 
Mr. Herbert Spencer and Professor Huxley. I 
had never found the least trace of this declared 
cult in his own comportntenty and presently the 
truth came out. e@ was a creator who des- 
pised his own creations, notwithstanding that 
he reaped from them a good deal of solid 
pecuniary profit, His confession pointed, for 
my later reflections, a noteworthy moral. Per- 
haps it is not true that there are many 
neglected novelists in the world who havea 
happy time of it; but we might feel safe in 
asserting that these same wall-flowers in the 
big garden of fiction would not be as contented 
as they now are if transplanted to a parterre 
whose associate blooms they did not consider 
good floral company. 

The average novel reader is, after all, a ter- 
rible tyrant. To succeed for him, in a novel, 
means to bite into his attention, and that 
psychic part of him is apt to be a v hard 
and repelling element, He cares nothing for 
the story-teller hi Last year Jones may 
have woven & mangle spell over him, but this 
year Jones’ triumph is remembered only in 
a spirit of despotic comparison. You may, in 


the average reader he must content himself 
with a limited circulation indeed. Of course 
there is always the large though hidden 
throng of intellectual appreciators, who glance 
at none except the “best” novels. But you 
and I who recount the loves of Edmund and 
Angelica aor long have lain in our graves 
before anything we have wrought has been 
pronounced a true “classic.” And considering 
the enormous amount of fiction that has been 
written and is being written, probably it is 
not far from the truth to state that the delib- 
erate aim to achieve a classic is vainglorious 
presumption. The most famous novelists have 
really achieved few.— Lippincott’s, 





A Ready Reckoner. 


Teacher—Meyer, meonny I buy 17-8 ells of 
cloth, costing 1 11-12 thalers, fora = of pante, 
can you tell me how much I shall have to give 
for the cloth ? 

Meyer (with a soul above fractions)—Sir, 
1 7-8 ells of cloth are not sufficient to make you 
a rof pants; you will want 2 ells, Then, 
take my advice, and don’t go and buy cloth at 
1 11-12 thalers, but something a trifle better for 
2 thalers ; that will make it exactly 2 thalers.— 
Buntes Feuilleton. 





The Newest Color. 

Oyster shell white is the latest color on the 
market. It is a gleaming silvery tint, resem- 
bling the inner recesses of the oyster shell. It 
looks like a timid half gray wedded to a green- 
ish white. 





Braided Pantaloons, 


The fashion connoisseurs have ties for men 
in pinks, blues and buff this year, hand em- 
broldered in patterns of tiny wild flowers. 
And heaven forgive them, they know not what 
they do; they are really showing a tendency to 
wear braiding round the bottom of their panta- 
loons. Will it evolute into Hamburg and lace? 





BEGINNING 
Tuesday, Sept. 1. 
Academy 102 Wilton Ave. 
DANCING = 33 








PATENT SECURED IN CANADA. 
It is fixed on the lining under the drapery, and is worked 
from the outside much more easily with one hand than 


with two. 

All that is necessary is to raise the dress behind, and at 
whatever it is let go the sliding catch and the Sus- 
pender automatically fixes itself and sustains the drees at 
any desired height from the ground ; indeed, so simple is it 
in operation, that this can be done quite we'l, even with an 
uleter on. No dress complete without it. To be had at 


W. A. Murray & Co.’s and R. Walker & Sons 


WHOLESALE AGENTS FOR TORONTO : 
FLETT & LOWNDES 


The Automatic Dress Suspender Co. 
QUELPH, ONT. 








He Was Consoled, 


MUST SELL. 
‘* Nuff sed,” there'll be thousands 


here. 


Will you ? 


McKENDRY’S 


202 YONGE STREET 


6 Doors North of Queen 


ay 
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100 &102 Bav STREET, 

—»— TORONTO, —+— 





HEN wanting a carriage 
of any description don’t 


cares. ter- 
Oo ee ws he aan eee. Pen Poin She—It is useless to urge me to marry yov. 
what you can do for him now in the way of en ts. When I say no, I mean no. 6.5): on canillceaeioss cilities ns aan 
interest and diversion, There is your book, Out of the question x08 hangamement ring. on of Pp ory 
Goes poms 8 ° aria . * ~ rea 

ones bis clippers aa eee mind at — = A a eeibas it ona ol the ti ings ieee ae —- nothing ever change your Guten. see the LA RGEST and FIN EST 

Freshn mad ; tion when you once make up your min . ‘ Sag iy 
Sst Sealed Recent ue "Tie eheter of “wine ison may not move |" absolutely nothing.” ne display of all kinds of vehicles in 


sly critical. 

ect would at all times to be his auto- 
sostas pwede gpa yet somebody will venture 
to present him with a tale of his own time, his 


mountains yet it often succeeds in making a 
big bluff. 


** Well, I wovldn’t care to marry woman 
like that, anyhow?” 


the Dominion. 
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A Romance in Sections. . 


The weekly hotel hop was in full blast, and 
for once there seemed to be enough men to 
satisfy the girls, and to provide each one with 
a partner. I, not being a dancing man, sat 
upon the piazza and smoked, occasionally re- 
lapsing into thought. 
ot far away, in the deepest shadow, sat a 

irlanda man. They spoke so low as not to 

isturb me, and were evidently in earnest. I 
smiled at the thoughts of youth, and imagina- 
tion supplied the conversation that I could not 
hear—the story that is so old, and yet as full of 
variatons as a Hungarian Rhapsodie. 

Imagination got weary after a while in sup- 
plying conversation, and I studied a star that 
seemed to be entangled in the branches of a 
large tree not far away—I was in doubt as to 
whether it was a star or a lightning bug. 

At that juncture a Tall Youth in white 
flannels shot out of the hotel door, and, stop- 
ping a moment to accustom himself to the 
darkness, discovered the couple just beyond 
me. Heapproached them asa boy who has had 
experience draws near to a cannon cracker 
that has failed to explode. 

Tall Youth.—Aw—beg pardon; but may I 
have this waltz, Miss Budd? 

Miss Budd (softly)—It is so cool and pleasant 
here just now, Mr. Willoughby—— 

Tall Youth bowed and returned with crest- 
fallen air, while all the admiration of my heart 
went out to the damsel who was so very sen- 
sible. 

Returning to my former astronomical study, 
I discovered that it was a star in the tree, and 
atter a moment’s wondering as to how a star 
could get there, it suddenly burst upon me 
that the star shone through the branches. I 
knew it was a star from the fact that it now 
was shining above the trees. 

It was a very little thing to think about, 
but it divert me until I lit another 
cigar. Each cigar seems to be issued by 
by a different railroad company, for each one 
has its own separate train of thought, and I 
have never been able to arrive at any conclu- 
sion by changing cigars in the midst of a specu- 
lation. The former thoughts are always side- 
tracked, and a new train gets up steam. 

Perhaps other deep thinkers have experi- 
enced the same thing. 

Tall Youth in white flannels suddenly ap- 
peared again upon the scene. 

Tall Youth — Miss Budd — aw—this is a 
gavotte. , 

Miss Budd (sweetly )—So it is— 

Tall Youth (confidently)—May I—aw—have 


it? 

Miss Budd—Oh, Mr. Willoughby—but this is 

engaged. 
5 tee Tall Youth vanished, there came a 
chuckle from the diréction of Miss Budd, ana I 
am willing to wager a pound of gloves that 
Miss Budd did not give vent toit. I felt sorry 
for the youth, but I could not offer consolation. 

Meantime the twain not far away were 
whisperirg, and there were certain inflections 
in the murmur that led me to smile as I had 
done at first. 

Love always arouses me to mirth. Not that 
I affect cynicism, but the peculiar flatness of 
my pocketbook does not permit of my regard- 
ing Love in any serious manner, so I endeavor 
to get all the fun out of it that I can. I was 
aware, in a vague sort of way, that the music 
had blown forth a few strains and then ceased ; 
and while wondering if the leader had been 
taken with a fit, my mind was set at ease by 
by the re-appearance of the Tall Youth, i.w.f. 

Tall Youth.—Miss Budd—aw—may I have 
this quadrille ? 

Miss Budd.—Oh, thank you, Mr. Willoughby ; 
but Iso dislike square dances. (Exit Tall Youth), 

I admired the courage of the lad, and thought 
at first that Miss intended to give him that 
dance, and he must have felt that way, too, for 
his exit was dejected. I wondered what man 
so engrossed the young lady, and came to the 
opinion that it was a flirtation. 

I can’t imagine what suggested the idea, but 
afcer it came I felt no hesitation in trying to 
overhear the whispered talk. But it was use- 
less—only a dim, indistinct murmur reached 
me, alternating between a sweet sound like 
far-off bells, and the rumble of a fast express 
behind the mountains. 

While I tried to listen, the music stopped 
and then went on again. Re-appearance of 
Tall Youth. 

Tali Youth (desparingly)—May I have this 
polka, Miss Budd? 

Miss Budd—Ail the polkas were spoken for 
early in the day, Mr. Willoughby. 

Another exit—another chuckle—more whis- 
pering. I wondered why the Tall Youth 
worded his request as though Miss Budd held 
the dance with her—or—here the ubiquitous 
youth came forward again. 

Tall Youth—I—aw—was in error, Miss Budd 
—this isa galop. Are you engaged for that? 

Miss Budd (kindly)- Thank you, Mr. Wil- 
loughby ; but Iam—I am engaged for ali the 
dances to-night—I might say, Mr. Willoughby, 
that I am engaged to Mr, Trotter for life. 

There was an inarticulate murmur from the 
Tall Youth, and I think he fell through the 
floor, for [didn’t see him goin. My cigar was 
out, and asI didn’t wish to make any stir b 
.. hting a match, I rose to go to the billiard- 
room 

A rofi.ance had been enacted in sections near 
me, and I was highly amused. I wondered 
whether Trotter had proposed before or after 
the gavotte. 

The Tall Youth in white flannels was de- 
cidedly an energetic rivai, but—Puck. 


Andrew Lang’s Boyhood Reading. 


The first books which vividly impressed me 
were, naturally, fairy tales, and chap-books 
about Robert Bruce, William Wallace and Rob 
Roy. At that time these little tracts could be 
bought for a penny apiece. I can still see 
Bruce and Wallace in full armor, discoursing 
across a burn, and Rob Roy slipping from the 
soldier’s horse into the stream. They did not 
then awaken a precocious triotism ; a boy 
of five is more at home in Fairyland than in 
his own country. The sudden appearance of 
the White Cat as a queen, after her head was 
cut off; the fiendish malice of the Yellow 
Dwarf ; the strange cake of crocodile eggs and 
millet seed which the mother of the Princess 
Frutilla made for the Fairy of the Desert— 
these things, all fresh and astonishing, but cer- 
tainly to be credited, are my first memories of 
romance. One story of a White Serpent, with 
a woodcut of that mysterious reptile, I ne- 
giec.ed to secure, probably for want of a penny, 
and I have regretted it ever since. One never 
sees those cheap books now. The White Ser- 
pent, in spite of all research, remains infrou- 
vable. It was a close chance, and Fortune 
does not forgive. Nobody ever interfered 
with these, or indeed with any other 
studies of ours at that time, as long as they 
were not prosecuted on Sundays. ‘‘ The fight- 
ingest parts of the Bible,” and the Apocrypha, 
and stories like that of the Witch of Endor, 
were sabbatical literature; read in a huge old 
illustrated Bible. Howl advanced from the 
fairy tales to Shakespeare, what stages there 
wereon the way—for there must have been 
stages—is a thing that memory cannot recover. 
A nursery legend tells that I was wont to ar- 
range s)x open books on six chairs, and go 
from one to the others, perusing them by 
turns. No doubt this was what people call 
‘‘desultory reading,” but I did not hear the 
criticism till later, and$then too often for my 
coiafort, 

lt would be interesting, were it possible, to 
know what proportion of people really care for 
poetry, and how the love of poetry came to 
them, and grew in them—and where and when 
it stopped. {Modern poets whom one meets 
are apt to say that poetry is not read at all. 
Byron’s Murray ceased to publish poetry in 
1830, just when Tennyson and Browning were 
striking their preludes. Probably Mr. Murray 
was wise in his generation. ut it is also 
likely that many rsons, even now, are 
attached to poetry, though they certainly do 
not buy contemporary verse, How did the 
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ion come to them? How long did it stay? 
When did the Muse say good-by? To myself, 
as I have remarked, poetry came with Sir 
Walter Scott, for one read Shakespeare as a 
child. rather in a kind of dream of fairyland 
and enchanted isles, than with any distinct 
consciousness that one was occupied with 
poetry. Next to Scott, with me came Long- 
fellow, who pleased one as more reflective 
and tenderly sentimental, while the reflec- 
tions were not so deep as to be puzzling. 
I remember how Hiawatha came _ out, 
when one was a boy, and how delightful was 
the free forest life, and Minnehaha and Pau- 
ukkeewis and Nokomis. One did not then 
now that the same charm, with a yet fresher 
dew upon it, was to meet one later in the 
Kalewala. But, at that time, one had no con- 
scious pleasure in poetic style, except in such 
ringing verse as Scott’s, and Campbell’s in his 
patriotic pieces. The pleasure and enchant- 
ment of style first appealed to me, at about the 
age of fifteen, when I read for the first time. 
So all day long the noise of battle rolled 
Among the mountains by the northern sea ; 
Until King Arthur’s Table, man by man, 
Had fallen in Lyonesse about their Lord. 
Next I tried Tennyson, and instantly a new 
light of poetry dawned, a new music was aud- 
ible, a new god came into my medley of a 
Pantheon, a god never to be dethroned, ‘‘Men 
scarcely know how beautiful fire is,” Shelley 
says. Iam convinced that we scarcely know 
how great a poet Lord Tennyson is; use has 
made him too familiar.—Scribner's. 
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Is Beauty a Danger. 


It is the easiest thing in the world to make 
an assertion. Consequently there is no diffi- 
culty in saying, as a modern sage does say, 
that the possession of great personal loveliness 
is incompatible with an equal amount of good 
sense and good feeling. But might one be 
allowed toask why? Wherein lies the subtle 
connection, or disconnection, between these 
qualities? The question is certainly an im- 
portant one. If it is true, as has been asserted, 
that, in addition to being a dunce and a virago, 
Helen asa rule marries unhappily, then cer- 
tainly it is time something was done about it. 
Helen's mother should take the matter in 
hand at once. Fortunately, or unfortu- 
nately, personal beauty is easily gotten rid of. 
Nothing on earth is more fragile, or more 
illusory. Itis possible that this may not be 
true ina state of savagery, where standards, 
tastes, and habits are quite unlike our own. 
But I venture to say that in this quarter of the 
globe, and in our day and generation, any 
mother who fears that petite Madamoiselle 
Helen will, as she grows older, be harmed by 
her beauty, can easily put an end to the danger 
if she wishes. Persistent recklessness, disre- 
gard of the laws of health, carelessness and bad 
taste generally, will soon make this wn fait ac- 
compli. If hereafter Paris and Menelaus con- 
tend for her favor, there is little fear that it 
will be her beauty that calls them to arms. 

Helen is a to be pitied if the gods in 
dowering her with the so-called fatal gift of 
beauty have handicapped her for life. Anent 
this question of unhappy marriages, some one 
says that Helen plays and palters with fate and 
her lovers, till only the crooked stick 1s left her 
at last ; while—who is the exact opposite, the 
antipodes, so to speak, of our fair Helen? shall 
we call her Ariadne, simply for the sake of con- 
venience ?—while Ariadne, then, having but 
one lover, appreciates him at his true worth 
and takes him thankfully for her lord and 
master. 

Now, would it not seem as if the woman who 
had several lovers to choose from might possi- 
bly make a wiser selection than she who had 
but one, thus being compelled to Hobson's 
choice? This is one way of looking at it. 
Another is this. The cases are very rare in 
which Ariadne marries Theseus because he is 
her one sole suitor. She is not in the least 
haunted by the fear of being doomed to per- 
petual maidenhood. Ariadnes, as well as 
Helens, have their importunate wooers. The 
whole history of the race shows this. 

It is said that Helen is a mere butterfly ; that 
because she has so fair a body she neglects her 
‘“‘immortal power” and spends her idle sum- 
mer days flitting from flower to flower, sipping 
a little honey here and there, but laying up no 
stores for winter. It would be interesting to 
have some statistics on this point, too, Come 
to the front, O Vassar and Smith and Welles- 
ley, and tell us whether it be true that even in 
her callow days Helen, as a rule, neglects her 
lessons and by a natural law gravitates to the 
foot of the class. It is not possible to believe 
that a girl's only incentive to study is a desire 
for admiration. Yet this is certainly implied 
in the statement that as Ariadne knows she 
has few, or no, personal charms to depend 
upon, she cultivates her brains, while Helen, 
because she has a pretty face, refuses to study ! 

Is Helen in greater danger than her less fa- 
vored sister of falling a victim to an unholy 
passion for fine feathers ?—Lippincott's, 


The Country Lawyer. 

If you have a candid and well-informed 
friend among city lawyers, ask him where 
the best masters of his profession are bred 
bred, in the city or in the country. He will re- 
ply without hesitation, ‘‘In the country.” You 
will hardly need to have him state the reason. 
The country lawyer bas been obliged to stugy 
all parts of the law alike, and he has known no 
reason why he should not do so. He has not 
had the chance to make himself a spetialist 
in any one branch of the law, as is the 
fashion among city practitioners, and he has 
not coveted the opportunity to do it. There 
would not have been enough special cases 
to occupy or remunerate him if he had 
coveted it. He has dared attempt the 
task of knowing the whole law, and yet 
without any sense of daring, but as a 
matter of course. In his own little town, in 
the midst of his own small library of authori- 
ties, it has not seemed to him an impossible 
task to explore all the topics that engage his 
profession ; the guiding principles, at any rate, 
of all branches of the great subject were open 
to him in a few books. And so it often hap- 
pens that when he has found his sea legs on 
the sequestered inlets at home, and ventures, 
as he sometimes will, upon the great, troabl- 





ous, and much-frequented waters of city prac- 
tice in search of more work and larger fees, the 
country lawyer will once and again confound 
his city-bred brethren by discovering to them 
the fact that the law is a many-sided thing of 
principles, and not altogether a one-sided thing 
. a rule and arbitrary precedent.— 
antic, 
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A Little Knowledge. 

Two farmers recently laid a wager that one 
could hold a wasp longer in his hand than the 
other. The man whorubbed chloroform on bis 
hand expected to win, but the other happened 
to know that male wasps do not sting, and ac 
cordingly got one of that sex. They sat and 
smiled at each other, while the crowd won- 
dered, until the chloroform evaporated ; and 
then the man who used it suddenly let go his 
wasp. The other man got tne money. 
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R. A. F. WEBSTER, Dental Surgeon 


Gold Medalist in Practical Dentistry R. OC. D. 8 
Office—N E. cor. Yonge and Bloor, Toronto. Tel. 3868. 


D® J. FRANK ADAMS, Dentist 
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Honor Graduate of Session '83 and '84. 
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R. CAPON 
12 Carlton Street 
L.D.8., Toronto (Gold Medal); D.D.8., 
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ANOLINE CREAM 


REMOV4S 


Tan, ‘Sunburn, Freckles, Rough- 
ness, Redness and Hardness of 
the Skin, and Prevents 
Wrinkles 


PREPARED ONLY AT 


Bingham’s Pharmacy 


100 Yonge Street 
The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb 
Births. 
WHITEHBAD—At Walkerton, on August 25, Mre. James 
Whitehead—a son. 
WILLIAMS—At Toronto, on August 21, Mre. J. W. Wil- 


liams—a daughter. 
ANDERSON—At Toronto, on August 20, Mrs. A. Ander- 


son—a son. 

BURKHOLDER—At Toronto, on August 14, Mrs. F. 
Burkholder—a son. 

GALBRAITH—At Toronto, on August 20, Mre. J. Gal- 
braith—a son. 

LAMB—At Toronto, on August 23, Mrs. Daniel Lamb—a 


son. 

MASSEY—At Toronto, on August 9, Mrs. Wm. J. Massey 
—a son. 

PRICE—At Toronto, on August 15, Mrs. W. R. Price—a 
daughter. 

STEVENS—At Toronto, on August 24, Mrs. D. B. Stevens 
—2 60D. 

GILBERT—At Hamllton, on August 20, Mrs. Herbert J. 
Gilbert—a daughter. 

HENRY—At Beamsville, on August 21, Mrs. O. E. Henry 
—a son. 
CROCKER —At Toronto, on August 17, Mrs. J. B. Crocker 
—a daughter. 

WAIN WRIGHT—At Toronto, on August 16, Mre. George 
J. Wainwright—a daughter. 

BROWNE—At Toronto, on August 18, Mrs. Gavin 
Browne—a son. 

BROWN—At Toronto, on August 17, Mrs. P. H. Brown— 
a daughter. 

WOOD—At Brockville, on July 28, Mre. W. Field Wood 
—a daughter. 

MALCOMSON—At Toronto, on August 20, Mrs. Stewart 
Malcomson—twine, boy and girl. 


Marriages. 
ROBINSON—EASTMAN—At Toronto, on August 19, by 
the Rev. W. F. Wilson, Ben. K. Robinson to Gertrude 
Estella Eastman, all of Toronto. 
DINGLE—MacLAURiN—At Napanee, on August 19, B 
Dingle to Lizzie McLaurin. 
VOGT—McGILL—At Bowmanville, on Au 19, 
Augustus Stephen Vogt to Georgia Adelaide McGill. 
ELIOT—LEAHY—At Toronto, on August 24, Granville 
Percival Eliot to Emma Alexandra Leahy. 
GREENE—RYAN—At Sault Ste. Marie, Mich., Percival 
Talbot Greene to Reta Ryan. 
LANGFORD—STOBBS—At Hamilton, on August 20, 
Arthur L. Langford to Lizzie 8. Stobbs. 
JOHNSON—BOULTBEE—At Vancouver, B C., on August 
10, Robert T. Johnson to Florence Boultbee. 
AULT—MacPHERSON—At Aulteville, on August 18, 
Arthur W. Ault to Nellie E. MacPherson. 
HULSE—CHERRY—At Fisherville, on 
Thomas B. M. Hulse to Ruth Sophia Cherry. 


Deathe. 


PLATT—At St. Catharines, on August 12, John Piatt, 
aged 76 years. 

FISHER—At Greenock, Scotland, on August 20, R. F. 
Fisher. 

LAUGHLEN—At Toronto, on August 24, Wilhemina 
Ashbary Laughlen, aged 5 months. 

MUNRO—At Toronto, on August 20, John Munro, aged 
73 years. 
MANLEY—At Toronto, on August 21, Victoria Elizabeth 
Mauley, aged 9 months 

WALLS—At Toronto, on August 20, Thomas J. Walls, 
aged 23 years. 

BANFIELD—At Toronto, on August 25, Elmore Bickell 
Banfield, aged 4 months. 

COLE—At Toronto, on August 24, Thomas Cole, aged 66 


August 19, 


years. 
ALLEN - At Toronto, on August 22, Ellen Allen, aged 49 


ears. 
r BRICE—At Davisville, Frank Brice. 

COUSINS—At Toronto, on August 23, infant son of E. J. 
and Rebecca Cousins, aged 3 months. 

COLVILLE—At Toronto, on August 22, Aleda Wilhe]mine 
Colville, aged 9 months, 

MUNTZ—At Oakville, on August 22, Felix Rupert Muntz, 
aged 5 months. 

McGIBBON—At St. Catharines, on August 23, Mary 
Shannon McGibbon, aged 54 years. 

PLATT—At St. Catharines, on August 22, John Platt, 
aged 76 years 

SMITH—At Toronto, on August 22, William Smith, aged 


66 years. 
WOLVERTON—At Grimsby, on August 22, Edgar Wolver- 


ton, aged 21 years. 
FERGUSON—At Toronto, on August 20, John C. Fergu- 


son. 
GOUGH—At Peterborough, on August 19, Eliza Gough, 
67 years. 
HARTON—At Toronto, on August 19, Thomas A. Harton, 
aged 60 ) ears. 
PATTINSON—At Toronto, on August 19, John H. Pattin- 


son. 
MALCOLM—At Kascon, Mexico, Dr. Alex. Malcolm, aged 


45 Ie 
a LIVER—At Toronto, on August 21, Margaret Abraham 

iver. 

JENNINGS—At Toronto, August 21, Louisa Jenninge, 
aged 25 years. 

ARCHER—At Toronto, on August 22, Martha Archer, 
aged 44 years. 

CLARKE—At Cobourg, on August 15, Dr. John R. 
Clarke, aged 40 years. 

BARLTROP—At Hepworth, on August 15, Rev. Alfred J. 
Barltrop. 

MCCONACHIE—At Honeywood, Ont., on August 14, 
Marjoty McConachie, aged 90 years. 


TIME IS MONEY 


You can get the best value in Watches 


ETE ta 
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MANUFACTURING JEWELER 
Gi King Street East, opposite Terente Street 


This Young Man’s Occupation is Gone 


Ana our machines are now cleaning the 
Costly Carpets and Fine Rugs for 
the ladies of Toronto 

We would like the ladies to give us a call and see how 
the work is done. We are prepared to do all kinds of 
cleaning, fitting and laying (no ehaine or ropes to tear your 
carpets). Grease spots removed. Open all the year. 
Orders called for and returned to any part of the city. 
We have a special moth proof room for storing carpets. 
Send foc price liste. Furniture repaired. 


Toronto Carpet Cleaning Company 


Office and Works 44 Lombard Street 
Telephone 2686 





BUY THE 


Celebrated Lehigh Valley 


COAL 


FROM THE 


ONTARIO COAL CO. 


GENERAL OFFICE : 


Esplanade, Foot of Church Street. 


BRANCH OFFICES: 728 Yonge Street, 10 King Street East, Queen 
Street West and Subway, Corner Bathurst Street and C. P. R’v 


PARISIAN STEAM LAUNDRY 


67 Adelaide Street West. 


Telephone 1127 


Goods called for and delivered to any part of the city. N.B.—Our patrons are re - 
quested not to give their Laundry to any driver not wearing uniform Cap with th 
iuitiale P. &} Iu. on, as we have no connection with other concerne styling themselve 


Parisian Laundry or otherwise. 


Yours truly, 
CHIERA AND VIER, Props. 
J. A. ROLSTIN, Manager. 


Charles Brown & Go's Park Phato 


The Only Two-Wheeler that is a Success in Every Way 


Entirely new. 


BODY AND SPRINGS 


HAVE 


No Connection 


WITH 


SHAFTS 


Elegant in style and finish. The finest 
trap made for doctors and ladies. 


CHARLES BROWN & CO. 


6 Adelaide Street East, Toronto 


OAK HALL 


NEW SUITS 


THE BOYS 


FOR 


Our full range of 2 and 3 piece 
suits is now ir, and we can say with- 
out the least hesitation that for 
neatness and value we never showed 
anything like it before. 

Parents should call. 


OAK HALL 


115 to 121 King Street East 
Toronto 
Manager 


Prose Ode to a Festive Maiden, 


Oh! festive maiden, you of the golden locks 
and the wef suit, be not too flip in the days 
of thy youth, and let not thy head become 
swollen with the egotistical idea that you 
know more in ai minute than ‘the 
mother of your being knows in a month. Pride 
goeth before a fali, and maids who get too 
smart for their clothes sometimes awake from 
their dream of superiority to find themselves 
immersed in inglorious soup. Consume not 
all of your time, oh, houri, in thumping a 
piano and reading romances of love, but get 
thee to the kitchen and learn to brew and io 
bake, for the husband of thine after years may 
butt up against the wrong side of a transac- 
tion in wheat and be compelled to disch 
all the menialsof his household. If you woela 
cause men to think you are precious ware make 
not ro charms too cheap. Emulate not the 
niminy-priminy girl who thinks she is too 

to be even hugged in proper time and 
place, but neither emulate you the frisky 
wearer of scarlet skirts, for than to be as ber, 
better had a precious stone be fastened about 
our neck and you be the principal of a train- 
ng school for old maid school teachere. Be you 


A. 8S. PFEIFFBR & HOUGH BROS. ! just a rosy, jolly, romping girl who can dace, 
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+ “With special features con 
tained in no other make, and 
improvements that are the 
result of thirty years’ experi- 
ence in the refrigerator busi- 
ness, in fact one that is unap- 
proachable in merit, call on 
us for the famous LHONARD 
CLEANABLE Refrigerator. 
Costs no more than cheap 
makes.” 


WE HAVE SOLD THE 


| Leonard 
Cleanable 
Refrigerator 


FIVE YEARS 


AND 


Guaranteed Satisfaction in Every Case 


HAL COLLINS & CO. 


6, 8 & 10 Adelaide St. West. 


and ride, and drive, and flirt just a little, and 

kiss your sweetheart when he deserves it ;: but 

be also a maid of sense who is of some good on: 

the face of the earth. And above all, guard 

ourself from the sin of writing dialect stories 

or magazines—7'exas Siftings. 


Positively the Worst. 


“Speaking of Bishop Coxe,” observed the 
exchar e editor, loosening his collar, ‘‘ why 
doesn’t he say something about that notorious 
female rider in Germany?” 

The financial editor braced himself firmly, 
seized a piper weight, and inquired : 

“ What female rider?” 

‘*Em Bargo on the American hog,” answered 
the exchange editor. 

The financial editor Jaid down his weapon, 
put on his hat, and went sadly out. It wasthe 
worst one he had ever heard. 


And so They Wed. 

“Do you know how to cook?” he asked. 
**No,” she replied, sweetly, “but pa has 
money enough to hire a woman to do the cook- . 

ing for us,” 





